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PREFACE 

THIS  little  volume,  whose  composition  has 
been  spread  over  the  past  ten  years,  since,  as 
a  boy  at  Eton,  I  first  penned  my  ideas  of  "  Night 
in  an  African  Forest  " — poem  prophetic  of  future 
experience — I  now  offer  to  the  general  public  for 
the  first  time. 

Owing  to  the  long  period  over  which  they  were 
composed  many  of  the  poems  differ  widely  in  style 
and  subject,  while  of  the  earlier  ones  some  bear  a 
personal  touch  for  which  I  ask  an  indulgence. 

H.  M.  FREWEN 

Assistant  Resident 

Kano,  Northern  Nigeria 
April  13,  1909 
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IN  THE  DAYBREAK 

THE  golden  morning  breaks  in  crystal  arbours 
Beyond  the  sapphire  fields  of  tossing  foam, 
Moulding  the  cloud-drifts  into  fleeting  harbours 
For  vagrant  zephyrs  that  are  far  from  home, 

And  in  the  orient  skies  an  opal  garden 

Puts  forth  the  swift  and  heav'n-born  buds  of  day, 
Whose  delicate  wings  diffuse  a  loving  pardon 

To  night,  receding  on  the  western  way. 

So  in  the  dayspring  of  thine  early  coming 
My  spirit  leaps  from  darkness  into  light. 

For  all  I  love  or  have  with  thee  is  homing, 
One  with  thy  soul,  as  shadow  and  the  night. 


THE  TRYSTING 

NOW  the  sun  is  on  the  fields 
And  the  grasses  are  astir 
With  the  passion  of  the  winds 
And  the  sobbing  of  the  fir, 
Now  the  lark  is  on  the  wing 
And  the  ripple  on  the  stream 
I  feel  your  spirit  here 
Like  the  shadow  of  a  dream  ; 

Like  the  shadow  of  a  dream  ! 
Like  the  echo  of  a  song 
That  is  music  to  the  mind 
And  the  breezes  bear  along, 
Or  an  elf  among  the  branches 
Where  the  forest  trees  are  green  ; 
Oh  my  spirit's  loved  companion 
How  happy  we  have  been  ! 

We  have  left  the  earthly  prison-house 
Wherein  our  spirits  dwell ; 
We  have  left  it  to  its  slumber 
As  a  void  and  empty  shell. 
And  although  our  bodies  resting 
Are  a  thousand  miles  apart, 

2 


By  the  fern  and  by  the  fountain 
You  are  folded  to  my  heart  ! 

How  your  gentle  eyes  are  mixing 
With  the  light  that  is  my  own 
In  an  ecstasy  of  passion 
Where  the  invisible  are  one  ; 
How  the  lightning  of  your  glances 
And  the  tempest  of  your  love 
Like  a  summer's  storm  are  casting  me 
Their  diamonds  from  above  ! 

Dear,  I  thank  you  for  our  trysting 
And  the  spot  where  we  have  met. 
Let  their  memory  linger  often 
And  forbid  us  to  forget ; 
When  a  cloud  is  on  the  mind. 
Or  our  fortunes  are  unkind, 
Let  us  meet  among  the  flowers 
By  our  fountain's  golden  gleam, 
In  this  subtle  strange  communion 
Like  the  shadow  of  a  dream  ! 


BY  THE  POOL 

IF  I  tarry  yet  awhile,  would  it  please  you, 
love  ? 
If  I  linger  by  the  pool 
Where  the  rillets  rush  and  cool 
And  the  sedges  are  a  stool 
For  the  dove  ? 

There  are  grasses  that  will  sing 
When  the  winds  are  on  the  wing 
As  you  linger  by  the  spring 
With  your  love  ; 

Is  it  me,  or  is  it  you 
That  the  bumble-bee  will  woo 
As  it  flashes  through  the  blue 
Far  above  ? 

Is  there  tenderness  or  pain 
In  the  tenor  of  its  strain 
As  it  shoulders  through  the  grain  ? 
Tell  me,  love, 

If  I  tarry  yet  awhile, 

Will  you  frown,  or  will  you  smile  ? 
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IN  THE  WOODS 

A  LITTLE  wayward  wind  among  the  trees 
Calls  through  the  woods, 
A  breath  of  music  winnowed  on  the  breeze 

Stirs  the  faint  buds  ; 
Soft  be  its  note  ;  when  sorrowful  and  low 

The  buds  have  ears, 
And  shell-pink  caves  and  calyxes  aflow 

With  tiny  fears ; 
At  the  first  note  of  joy,  small  spirits  come 

From  trees  and  flowers 
And  sit  around  their  leaf-begirdled  home 

Through  sunny  hours ; 
And  thou  that  wanderest  through  this  maze  of  love 

'Neath  sapphire  skies, — 
Would  I  could  read  the  hidden  secret  ot 

Thine  angel  eyes. 


SONG 

ROSY  rain,  rosy  rain, 
Fall  upon  her  brow  ! 
Come  again,  and  again, 

(Twenty  petals  now) 
Like  Aurora's  kisses 

On  the  virgin  snow. 

Rosy  ray,  rosy  ray. 

Fall  between  the  leaves  ! 
Find  a  way,  fairy  fay. 

Like  the  god  of  thieves 
Rest  within  the  cradle 

That  her  bosom  heaves. 

Rosy  feet,  rosy  feet. 

Dimpling  through  the  grass  ! 
Dewy-wet  meadow-sweet 

Sprinkle  as  they  pass 
Pearls  and  fragrant  incense 

From  thy  lowly  Mass. 


MYSTIC  COMMUNION 

IN  some  forgotten  old  orchard 
Where  the  long  grasses  are  vernal, 
Lover,  in  mystic  communion 
Meet  the  Eternal  ; 

Like  unto  beautiful  Hylas 
Loved  of  the  spoiler  of  Titans 
Art  thou  at  dawn  when  the  Picture 
Flushes  and  brightens  ; 

And  as  the  moon  on  the  mountains 
Calling  the  rills  to  adore  her 
Rides  like  a  Queen  through  the  fountains 
Falling  before  her  j — 

As  the  faint  dew  of  the  even 
Weeping  for  joy  of  the  shadows 
Flung  by  the  star-studded  darkness 
Over  the  meadows. 

Art  thou,  O  wings  of  my  spirit, 
Fashioned  of  God  for  my  soaring  ? 
Hie  thee  to  me  where  the  fruit-trees* 
Blossom  is  pouring, — 
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Hie  thee  to  me  and  upraise  me 
Far  o'er  the  realms  of  our  being 
Where  in  Elysian  love-dreams 
Deathless  and  seeing 

All  the  small  things  are  forgotten, 
And  the  wide  Cycle  of  Light 
Sweeps  in  eternal  gradations 

Up  through  the  Height. 


A  PARTING 

THE  evening  mists  were  cold  and  grey 
As  we  bid  our  last  good-bye, 
And  our  hearts'  high  noon  had  faded  soon 

In  the  light  of  a  sunset  sky, 
But  there  lingered  still  in  some  recess 
Like  a  flower  blown  in  a  wilderness. 
One  radiant  gift  of  loveliness 
In  the  light  of  Memory. 


We  stood  on  the  brink  of  a  pathless  gloom 

With  chasms  on  either  hand, 
Reft  of  a  love  that  was  all  our  life, — 

Torch  in  a  weary  land. 
And  wondered  if  spirits  could  find  a  bourne 
Of  grace  or  peace  when  the  light  was  gone 
That  showed  them  the  path  o'er  mire  and  thorn 

And  desolate  shifting  sand. 


The  merciful  darkness  veiled  our  grief 
From  all  but  God's  own  eyes. 

And  mortals  passed  from  each  others'  sight 
To  separate  destinies, 
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But  the  one  supreme  and  eternal  Source 
Which  started  man  on  his  Heavenly  course 
Beheld  but  a  single  mighty  Force 
At  the  gates  of  Paradise. 
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MORNING 

NOW  that  the  Night  has  passed,  and  the  skies 
to  eastward  are  golden 
Swiftly  ithe    lark    upsoaring    deep    in    the    violet 

heaven 
Pants  forth  a  burden  of  song  to  the  ever-loving 

Creator  ; 
So  from  the  land  of  dreams  I  awake  to  the  joy  ot 

His  Presence, 
And  in  the  light  of  His  love,  I  spread  my  wings  to 

the  sunshine. 


Child  of  the  dawn,  arise  ; — I  greet  thee.  Son  of  the 

Morning  ! — 
Greet  thee  with  garlands  of  rose  new-gathered  fresh 

from  the  forest 
Glimmering  bright  with   dew,  and  cool  from  the 

kisses  of  darkness  ; 
These  I  weave  into  shapes  of  happiness,  hope,  and 

affection, 
Bound  with  the  grasses  of  Love  that  spring  from 

the  fountain  of  Beauty, 


II 


Mingled  and  sprayed  with  lilies  found  in  the  vale  of 

Rejoicing, 
Fraught  with  exquisite  leaf  from  reposeful  gardens 

of  Virtue ; 
Then  as  the  wide  horizon  is  flushed  with  the  glory 

of  sunrise, 
And  like  myriad  stars  the  troops  of  earth  and  of 

heaven 
Throng  through  the  portals  of  night,  and  stand  in 

the  path  of  the  morning 


Robed  in  diaphanous  cloud  and  girdled  about  with 

the  rainbow, 
Winged  with  the  feathery  streams  that  fall  through 

a  rift  in  the  tempest, 
I,  too,  mount  to  the  source  of  waters  flooding  and 

pouring 
Forth  from  the  well  of  life,  the  fountain-home  of 

the  Spirit, 
Mount,  and  our  souls  converge,  and  I  know  thee 

Lord  of  the  Morning, 
One  with  the  Father  of  Life,  the  witness  and  seal 

of  His  coming. 
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EVENING 


C 


lOME,  for  the  western  light 
Has  veiled  advancing  night, 
Setting  the  crovi^n  upon  the  brow  of  evening  ; 

This  intermediate  hour 

Is  the  exquisite  flower 
That  grows  among  the  branches  of  the  ages  ; 

How  soon  its  petals  fade 

Into  the  darkening  shade 
And  ripen  to  the  seedtime  of  the  future  ! 

Let  us  not  seek  the  woods' 

Most  sombre  amplitudes 
To  feel  constrained  in  rich  arboreal  shadows, 

But  mounting  higher  still 

Go  climb  the  little  hill 
And  scent  the  perfume  of  the  grassy  uplands  : 

For  there  the  sky-king's  breath 

Is  borne  across  the  heath 
Not  in  small  draughts,  but  in  great  waves  of  motion, 

And  from  their  slopes  of  green 

We  may  behold  a  scene 
Of  fairy  sunset  throned  on  fairy  ocean. 

The  hour  is  late,  the  sura 
Of  half  thy  years, — oh  come 
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And  search  for  treasure  in  the  fields  of  glory  ; 

See  how  the  colours  change 

Upon  the  clouds'  far  range 
And  mix  in  traceries  of  aerie  fancy, 

Piling  their  purple  gloom 

Upon  a  saffron  bloom, 
Or  lifted  like  a  curtain  from  the  portal 

Disclosing  to  our  view 

A  long-drawn  avenue 
With  colonnades  of  fire  and  streets  of  amber  ; 

Beyond  each  lighted  hill 

Pale  streams  of  daffodil 
And  early  rose  suffuse  the  far  horizon. 

As  though  enrobed  in  light 

Upon  the  moveless  height 
Our  great  Redeemer  scanned  His  wide  dominion 

Do  you  not  feel  the  breath 

That  stirs  through  life  and  death 
Commingling  all  in  Love's  divine  reunion  ? 

The  spirit  that  pervades 

Our  soul's  love  never  fades, 
It  is  a  quenchless  fire  that  burns  for  ever  ; 

This  furtive  glimpse  of  Heaven 

To  every  man  is  given 
As  a  reminder  of  the  Great  Eternal. 
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THE  DAWN  OF  THE  SOUL 

(after  Shelley) 

IN  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  voiceless  past 
On  the  tomb  of  the  years  that  were, 

In  the  earth's  grey  morn 

A  spirit  was  born 
From  the  womb  of  the  nebulous  air, 

From  the  rolling  clouds 

Of  the  young  world's  shrouds 
And  the  planets  that  race  and  run, 

Forth  it  came 

An  undying  flame 
In  the  folds  of  the  fiery  sun  ; 

Through  the  regions  of  light 

And  the  myriad  flight 
Of  the  silver-winged  waifs  of  Heaven 

The  earth  did  speed 

Like  a  charioted  steed 
By  the  reins  of  the  morning  driven. 

And  the  spirit  fled 

From  its  natal  bed 
And  into  the  blue  did  race, 

With  Nature  its  mother 
IS 


And  earth  its  brother 
Down  chasms  of  whirring  space  ; 

It  streamed  on  the  path 

Of  the  tempest's  wrath 
And  laughed  in  the  peals  of  thunder, 

Mounting  the  rack 

In  its  dusty  track 
On  the  wing  of  the  lightning's  wonder  ; 

It  flashed  o'er  the  snows 

Of  the  glacier  floes 
Brimming  along  the  wave, 

In  form  and  hue 

As  the  wild  sea-mew 
That  nests  in  the  hollow  cave  ; 

Or  soared  to  the  hills 

Where  the  rushing  rills 
Reverberate  down  the  rocks  ; 

And  beheld  from  on  high 

With  the  eagle's  eye 
The  home  of  the  wool-white  flocks  ; 

Down  to  the  shade 

Of  a  forest  glade 
In  the  cycle  of  life  'twould  move, 

Now  reborn 

In  a  milk-white  fawn, 
Now  in  the  heart  of  a  dove  ; 
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As  a  dusky  moth 

When  the  fates  were  wroth 
*Twould  hover  around  the  fire, 

Singeing  its  wings 

Where  the  cauldron  sings 
In  a  passion  of  strong  desire  ; 

Through  the  leafage  deep 

Anon  'twould  creep 
With  the  stealth  of  a  prowling  leopard, 

Or  spring  by  the  heath 

With  a  message  of  death 
To  the  fold  of  a  faulty  shepherd ; 

And  the  years  ran  on. 

And  the  years  ran  on 
In  many  a  lengthened  span, 

Till  the  spirit  slept 

In  a  babe  that  wept 
In  a  cave  of  Primitive  Man, 
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OUBLI 

THE  golden  sunlight  comes  with  dawn, 
The  dove  awakes  me  from  my  dreams, 
When  lo  !  beside  my  couch  there  seems 

A  perfumed  note  this  rosy  morn  ; 
Alas  !  some  fancy  tricks  my  gaze, 
And  leaves  me  sad, — as  other  days. 

The  evening  comes  with  cooling  breeze, 
And  homeward  flocks  the  noisy  rook, 

The  murmur  of  the  running  brook 
Is  mingling  with  the  sound  of  bees  ; 

Restive,  I  wander  down  the  lane, 

I  watch,  and  wait,  and  long, — in  vain  ! 

Where  are  those  eyes  that  seemed  so  blue. 
And  twinkled  with  such  sparkling  wit. 

That  arching  forehead,  proudly  knit. 
And  perfect  in  its  ivory  hue  ? 

The  birds  are  gay,  the  flowers  fair. 
But  sweeter  far,  when  thou  art  there  ! 
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HEART-RILLS 

OUT  of  the  rifts  and  gorges 
The  echoing  torrents  wake, 
Volleying  constant  fountains 

Into  a  calm  blue  lake, 
Gushing  in  golden  waters, 
Gaudy  of  light  and  lore, 
Out  of  the  pass  into  the  pool 
On  to  the  purple  shore. 

She  was  a  gentle  maiden 

Who  stood  by  the  shelving  lake 
With  eye-beams  all  love-laden. 

And  never  a  word  she  spake. 
But  her  heart  was  moved  with  wonder 

And  her  colour  went  and  came. 
And  I  knew  that  the  torrents  neared  their  shore 

And  the  shadow  was  searched  with  flame. 

Sweetly  she  raised  her  eyes  to  mine  : 
Perhaps  she  read  the  same. 
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ALPINE  SONNET  :  TO  PHYLLIS 

SUCH  were  my  dream  of  joy, — with  thee  to  rove 
The  snow  steppes  starred  with  sunshine  and 
the  spring, 
Far  up  the  heights,  where  emerald  vases  fling 
From  granite  lips  a  nectar  to  the  grove ; 
To  commune  tenderly  with  life  and  love, 
And  speak  of  thoughts  unveiled,  or  dimly  seen 
Mid  dark-hued  pines,  and  grassy  uplands  green. 
With  mountain  peaks  around  us  and  above  ; 
The  bees  and  birds  are  language  to  thine  ear  ; 
Primeval  presences  at  dawning  tell 
Strange  tales  to  thee  of  elemental  mirth  ; 
Visioned  in  gold,  imperishably  clear, 
Thou  seest  the  angels'  slopes  of  asphodel. 
Whilst  I  behold  but  Nature  and  the  Earth. 
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CHARMIDES 

WHITE  birds  circle  over  his  head 
And  white  flowers  blossom  about  his  feet, 
And  all  the  Loves  and  Graces  are  hither  led 
Because  he  is  so  sweet. 

Wind-flowers — white  flowers, 
Swing  your  chalices  and  ope  your  hearts  of  gold. 
And  waft  a  perfume  to  the  winged  hours 
For  ever  old 

To  breathe  enchantment  from  your  brimming  cups 
And  hold  them  on  their  way ; 
For  he  who  passes  loves. 
And  love  elusive  proves 
Unless  they  stay. 
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SAILOR'S  SONG 

THE  dawn  is  breaking  over  the  sea, 
The  sea  breaks  over  the  sand, 
And  a  little  skifF  sails  merrily 

Not  very  far  from  land, 
With  her  angel  vikings  so  taut  and  trim 

Over  the  vi^ave  flies  she, 
Would  I  were  of  the  cherubim 
To  keep  her  good  company. 


With  her  golden  prow  she  kisses  the  foam 

From  the  lip  of  the  toppling  wave, 
Down  the  corridors  of  her  native  home 

She  hastens  fair  and  brave, 
And  a  lilt  she  sings  from  a  hundred  strings. 

From  canvas,  and  cord,  and  tree, 
For  the  winds  to  hear  that  are  hovering  near, 

And  the  minstrel  choirs  of  the  sea. 


Let  us  lift  a  cup  to  the  pulsing  breeze 
And  the  prairie  of  waters  blue. 

What  is  there  else  in  life  like  these. 
Love  of  the  seamen  true  ? 

22 


Let  us  lift  a  cup,  and  drain  it  deep, 
And  pray  that  our  life  may  be 

Passed  in  the  ear  of  the  chorus  clear 
Born  of  the  winds  and  sea  ! 
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IN  THE  SUNRISE 

'  I  ''HE  nets  of  night  are  on  the  grass 

-*-      All  shimmering  with  dew, 
Now  onyx -eyed  the  brown  owls  pass 
And  barnward  shriek  a  wild  "  helas  !  " 

The  clouds  are  white  and  few, 
The  fire  of  dawn  is  on  the  lake. 
The  throstle  carols  in  the  brake, 
And  feathered  minstrels  cry  "  awake  !  " 
To  you,  my  love  ! — to  you  ! 

Let  us  away  to  the  fountain-shaw 

'Ere  the  red  sun  launch  her  boat 
From  the  bonds  of  earth  in  the  nether  east 

On  the  inverse  deep  to  float. 
Soon — ah  soon  will  her  golden  sail 

Bear  her  across  the  blue, 
Come,  dear  love,  while  the  light  above 

Is  faint,  the  starlight  true. 

Shall  we  not  lie  in  each  other's  arms, 

Gaze  in  a  lover's  soul, 
On  a  bank  of  ferns  where  the  river  churns 

And  the  green  dark  waters  roll  ? 
24 


The  kiss  of  the  spray  is  on  your  eyes 
Blue  as  the  distant  hills  that  rise 
Into  haze  of  morning  skies 

Like  presences  divine, 
The  musical  waters'  plashing  sound 
Echoes  up  from  the  hollow  ground, 
All  is  love  in  the  world  around, 

And  love  in  your  heart  and  mine. 
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L' AMOUR  DES  CIEUX 

THE  torrid  noon  and  tremulous  daylight  dies, 
The  silver  moon  and  stars  befleck  the  skies  ; 
Darling,  come  soon,  and  in  your  orbed  eyes 
Mirror  my  Paradise ! 

It  is  not  you,  belov'd,  whom  I  adore  ! 
I  do  not  sue  for  favours  from  your  store. 
For  mortals  rue  the  love  which  was  before, 
But  comes  no  more  ; 

You  are  the  rift  in  the  obscuring  veil 
Where  others  drift  with  neither  helm  nor  sail, — 
You  are  the  rift  by  which  God's  thoughts  prevail 
Above  the  strident  gale  ; 

There  is  no  room  where  Love  expands  his  wings 
For  shadowy  gloom,  or  thought  of  earth-born  things, 
The  day  of  doom  is  here,  and  with  it  brings 
God's  own  imaginings. 
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AMONG  THE  MOUNTAINS 

First  Voice  : 

WHERE    is   thy   voice  ?     I    hear    a    distant 
murmur, 
Rumble  of  waterfall,  or  avalanche  of  snov/, 
And  the  deep  monotone  of  vi^inds  among  the  branches 
Calls  back  to  me  the  love  of  long  ago. 

Second  Voice  : 

Ask  of  the  torrents  that  leap  along  the  gorges 
Swift  as  the  flashes  that  herald  up  the  dawn  ; 
Ask  of  the  breezes  that  sough  among  the  pine-tops 
Tidings  of  one  belov'd  in  days  long  gone  ! 

First  Voice  : 

Darling,  thy  memory  is  cherished  still, 
Knit  is  its  image  to  my  heart  and  will. 
But  Hope  has  taken  wing,  and  reigning  there 
In  gloom  and  solitude  is  chill  Despair  ! 

Where  is  thy  form  more  graceful  than  the  lily  ? 
Where  are  those  eyes  so  gentle,  full,  and  bright  ? 
Oh  my  belovM  !  could  I  but  once  behold  thee. 
All  the  dark  past  would  vanish  into  night  ! 
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Second  Voice  : 

Still  thou  pursuest,  yet  I  must  ever  fly  thee, 
Oh,  stay  thy  footsteps, — 'tis  labour  spent  in  vain  ! 
Long  have  I  loved  thee,  and  ever  shall  adore  thee, 
But  Nature's  voices  bid  us  still  be  tw^ain. 

First  Voice  : 

Still  though  thou  vi^anderest  over  hill  and  dale 
Yet  shall  my  love  for  thee  at  length  prevail, 
Yield  then  to  me  before  the  night-birds  cease, 
And  in  the  tvi'ilight  let  us  rest  in  peace. 
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sous  LES  ETOILES 

WHEN  in  the  shadow  of  the  dim-lit  grove, 
Beneath  the  cloud-shine's  calm  serenity, 
I  press  your  lips  and  drink  your  words  of  love 
Surely  your  very  soul  is  part  of  me  ; 

The  darkling  skies  are  purfled  with  the  stars, 
And  silver  voicings  lurk  in  every  tree, 

And  in  my  arms  I  hold  you  to  my  heart ; — 
What  spirit  passes,  love,  from  you  to  me  ? 

Our  love  is  fragrant  as  the  morning  rose, 

And  has  the  impress  of  eternity. 
And  every  kiss  shall  build  it  till  it  grows 

Into  the  dreamlands  of  reality. 
The  concentration  of  the  thought  that  flows 

From  each  to  each  is  our  divinity. 
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NIGHT  VIGILS 

THROUGH  thy  window,  dear  love,  the  soft 
breezes  are  stealing, 
The  moon  in  its  zenith  is  high, 
And  her  rays  the  delight  of  my  soul  are  revealing, 
The  wonderful  depths  of  thine  eye  ; 

As  the  lingering  sigh  of  the  winds  on  the  billow 
Thy  voice's  low  murmur  is  sweet, 

And  the  blush  of  a  rose  is  thy  cheek  on  its  pillow, 
If  roses  indeed  may  compete  ! 

Suffused  are  thy  features  with  all  that  is  fairest 

If  haply  thou  deignest  to  smile. 
And  the  memory  thrills  with  the  thought  of  it, 
dearest. 

And  Paradise  reigns  for  awhile. 


Like  the  angels,  Moyina,  that  hover  around  us. 

Away  let  us  wing  through  the  night 
Secured   by  our  love  and  the   thoughts  that  have 
bound  us 
And  seek  the  far  realms  of  delight ; 
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Where    the    palms  in  the  moonlight   are  duskily 
swaying 

We'll  wander  with  rapture  anew, 
Or  pause  where  the  rose  and  mimosa  are  spraying 

Their  fragrance  and  sweet-scented  dew, 

And  then  where  the  distant  horizon  is  sleeping 
We'll  watch  for  the  first  flush  of  day 

With  our  hands  in  each  other's ;  the  moonlight  is 
creeping 
And  calling  us,  love ; — Come  away  ! 
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A  LULLABY 


T 


HE  fragrance  or  evening  is  borne  on  the  breeze 
And  sweet  are  the  slumbers  of  birds  in  the 


trees, 


The  white  marguerite  and  the  buttercup  gay 
Have  1  folded  their  petals  at  rest  till  the  day ; 
Sleep,  little  baby  mine. 
Angels,  their  wings  entwine 
Over  my  head  and  thine, 
"Sleep,  baby,  sleep." 

The  murmuring  waterfall  lull  thee  to  sleep  ! 
As  the  dark  pool  beneath  may  thy  slumber  be  deep. 
And  winds  bear  the  echo  poured  forth  by  the  rill 
To  hush  thee,  my  darling,  and  bid  thee  be  still ; 
Sleep  little  baby  mine. 
Silvery  moon  doth  shine, 
Whisper  the  woods  of  pine 
"  Sleep,  baby,  sleep." 
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LOVE  AND  SOLITUDE 

T XZHEN  the  rose  arbours  of  the  fading  sun 

*  "     Dress  their  red  whorls  upon  a  sapphire  sea, 
And  the  black  web  of  night  is  well-nigh  spun, 
I  dream  of  thee. 

Where  the  wide  elm  expands  her  leafy  cage 
Around  the  impassioned  bosom  of  a  dove. 
In  the  feigned  hope  of  an  enduring  age 
I  hold  thee,  love. 

When  autumn  trembles  in  a  golden  sheaf, 
And  the  red  maple  straws  the  labouring  fall, 
In  the  downcastness  of  a  fluttering  leaf 
I  hear  thee  call ; 

Not  all  the  changeful  phases  of  the  moon 
Sinking  towards  her  divan  of  the  deep 
Shall  raise  thee  from  thy  couch  a  breath  too  soon 
To  rob  thy  sleep  ; 

When  the  sweet  shadows  of  the  night  are  o'er 
And  the  wan  dawn  breaks  in  the  dreaming  sky, 
Alone  upon  the  passionate  silver  shore 
We  two  shall  lie  ; 
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No  other  voice  will  break  upon  our  dreams  ; 
Never  a  heart  will  beat  beside  our  own, 
Save  the  low  tremor  of  the  mountain  streams 
That  journey  on. 
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TRUTH  IN  A  DREAM 

MY  love  for  Moyina  is  broad  as  the  ocean 
And  bright  as  the  stars  that  watch  o'er  her 
at  night, 
And  deep  as  the  current  whose  still  rolling  motion 
Is  fraught  with  their  beams  on  its  bosom's  delight ; 

Sweet  nymphs   of  the   river — fond  eyes  that  are 

sparkling 
Aloft  in  the  azure, — beneath  in  the  stream, — 
Oh  whisper! — and    tell    me,   ye   clouds    that   are 

darkling 
The   gloss   of  the    waters — "there's    truth    in    a 

dream  ! " 
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SONG  FROM  THE  SWEDISH 
(Of  King  Oscar  of  Sweden) 

TN   the  Woodland  by  the  waterside  a  red  rose 
•^     grew, 

And  the  wind  played  a  cradle-song  and  rocked  it 
to  sleep  ; 
The  rose  is  everlasting,  for  it  blossoms  ever  new, 
And  the  wind  is  ever  faithful  in  its  chorus  from 
the  deep. 

Would  you  stay  the  gentle  breezes  as  they  wander 
through  the  leaf  ? 
Would  you  mourn  the  blossom  withered  in  the 
snows  ? 
Your  plaint  is  but  idle,  and  vain  your  grief, 
For  God  is  in  the  wind  and  rose  ; 

And  when  the  autumn  cometh  with  its  train  black 
as  night. 
Then  Nature  falls  a-dreaming,  and  the  present 's 
a  blind. 
But   the  joyous   Spring   awakeneth  to    scenes   of 
delight. 
And  'the  rose  is  gently  swayed  in  the  cradle  of 
the  wind. 
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NIGHT  OF  STORM 

A  SONG-BIRD  lit  on  a  purple  bower 
In  the  roseate  calm  of  a  twilight  hour 
And  the  tangled  vail  of  a  forest  flower 
Rustled  beside  her  wings  ; 


(( 


Full  soon,"  she  sang,  "will  the  night  set  forth 
On    the    storm-footed    ways    of  her  wind-swept 

wrath, 
And  the  thunderous  gleam  of  the  lightning's  path 
Will  girdle  the  world  with  rings  j 


*'The  voice  of  her  raging  will  sound  afar 
Cleaving  the  robe  of  the  white-maned  star 
Bidding  her  cloud-racked  slaves  unbar 

The  fount  of  the  water-springs  ; 


"  Over  the  mountains  her  children  will  leap 
Kneading  the  foam  of  the  wind-lashed  deep, 
The  wreck-strewn  waters  around  will  sweep 
Where  the  dying  mariner  clings  ; 
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"Peace — ah  peace  !  for  the  air  is  still, 
The  cloud-fire  wanes  on  the  distant  hill, 
The  tremulous  note  of  the  rock-born  rill 
Incites  to  passionate  things  ; 

**  Mine  is  the  song  of  the  nightingale 
Singing  of  love  in  a  misty  vale, 
Yours  the  grace  of  the  moonlit  dale 
Inspiring  all  she  sings  ; 

**  Suffer  awhile  this  soft  caress 
Full  of  worship  and  tenderness, 
Looming  afar  is  the  dark  distress 

Of  manifold  sorrowings ; 

**  Light  of  mine  eyes,  of  god-like  form, 
Whisper  of  love  while  youth  be  warm, 
The  calm  presages  the  coming  storm  ; 

Who  knows  what  the  future  brings  ? 


Night  had  unwoven  its  darkling  woof 
In  the  light  of  the  dewy  morn. 

And  a  finger  of  primrose  touched  the  roof 
Of  the  paling  stars  outworn  ; 
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Why  does  that  singing-bird  sit  so  still 
With  never  a  movement,  never  a  trill, 
Alone,  alone,  on  the  desolate  hill, 

Far  aloof. 

All  forlorn, 
In  the  tremulous  glow  of  the  fiery  dawn 
A  silhouette  on  a  damask  rose  ? 

Who  knows  ? 
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THE  LADY-BIRD  AND  THE  ROSE 

A  LADY-BIRD  is  couched  in  the  heart  of  a 
rose  growing  on  the  Tree  of  Life.  Alone  she 
sits  in  her  embowering  temple,  viewing  with  love 
and  adoration  the  shell-pink  curvatures  of  leaf  that 
arch  around  her.  Nothing  else  meets  her  eye  but 
those  delicate  walls  of  rose  spreading  one  behind 
another  in  serried  array.  She  faints  for  love,  and 
her  heart  beats  against  the  trembling  petals,  which 
sway  gently  to  that  pulsing  music.  The  odorous 
breath  of  the  flower  lingers  and  clings.  An  utter 
abandonment  of  joy  holds  her.  Slowly  the  petals 
open,  and  the  rose  is  blown.  She  discerns  above 
her  the  blue  tent  of  the  sky.  The  horizon  of  her 
vision  widens,  and  there  are  other  flowers.  Silently 
she  rests  upon  the  bosom  of  that  which  was  once 
her  love.  One  by  one,  the  garments  of  his  beauty 
are  falling  away.  The  fragrance  ceases  ;  the  image 
changes  ;  everything  passes ;  for  the  first  time  she 
looks  at  herself;  is  she,  too,  subject  to  the  law  of 
change  ?  She  little  knows.  She  sits  there  clad  in 
her  blood-red  suit  of  armour,  emblematic  of  the 
world.  Here  and  there  its  threatening  crimson  is 
besmirched  with  daubs  of  black.  The  gulf  yawns 
at  her  feet  ;    despair  grips  at  her  heart.     Tears  of 
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dew  gather  upon  the  golden  calyx.  A  mocking 
wind  calls  her.  The  hour  of  their  separation  draws 
near.  "  O,  my  loved  one,"  she  weeps  sorrowful, 
"why  didst  thou  set  me  within  that  golden  heart  of 
thine  ?  Why  must  I  leave  thee,  mournful,  floating 
upon  the  silver  winds  ?  Thou  that  wert  my  love  ; 
thou  that  wert  my  house  of  refuge  ;  now  hast  thou 
become  the  rock  of  my  despair  ? "  The  wind- 
spirits,  listening,  smiled.  The  green  leaves  rippled 
with  laughter.  All  day  they  chattered  merrily  with 
the  breeze.  A  whisper  of  many  voices  simpered 
softly. 

"  Look  up  !  "  they  cried. 

The  lady-bird  lifted  her  eyes.  Far  away  the 
Infinite  purple  Heaven  spread  around,  boundless  as 
the  eternal  spheres.  The  wind-spirits  were  fanning 
softly ;  she  felt  a  wavy  motion  beneath  her  feet. 
Her  armour  of  black  and  crimson  parted  suddenly, 
cleft  in  twain,  and  from  beneath  its  folds  two 
Hquidly  transparent  wings  floated,  which  bore  her 
into  thin  air.  Away  she  went,  skimming  and 
soaring  ;  one  with  the  Infinite ;  borne  of  Heaven. 
Presently  she  looked  again,  and  lo  !  there  the  Tree 
of  Life  grew.  She  had  never  before  beheld  it  in  all 
its  majesty.  Never  had  she  seen  its  stately  stem,  or 
the  wonder  of  its  crowning  blossoms.     And  there 
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upon  the  branch  where  her  love  had  grown,  was  a 
rose-bud,  pink  and  delicate,  his  petals  curving  as  of 
yore.  He  smiled  to  her  sweetly  as  she  journeyed 
through  the  Infinite.  And  she  smiled  again,  a  glad 
and  happy  smile  ;  a  memory  of  eternal  days. 
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THE  LEGEND  OF  UDIMERE 

I 

UNDER  the  hills  whose  woody  slopes 
Crowned  with  the  larch  and  pine 
Spring  from  the  foam  of  the  waves  that  roam 
Over  the  ocean  brine, 


Sweetly  ensconced  in  a  narrow  vale 

A  hamlet  nestles  low, 
Secure  from  the  roar  of  the  winds  above, 

And  safe  from  the  floods  below. 


Wide  and  strong  is  the  spacious  elm 
The  raven  and  hawk  desire, 

Broad  is  the  cloak  of  the  spreading  oak 
In  the  weald  of  the  southern  shire 


But  stoutest  of  all  is  the  Saxon  heart 
That  beats  in  a  breast  as  true 

As  the  shaft  that  cleaves  the  light  as  it  leaves 
The  string  of  his  six-foot  yew. 
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This  weapon  of  war  o*er  the  hearth  is  hung, 
For  the  battle-song  wings  no  more, 

And  the  trumpet's  peal  and  the  clash  of  steel 
Have  passed  to  another  shore ; 

And  peace,  the  dove  with  the  amber  eyes 
And  the  pinions  fair  and  bright. 

Has  ta'en  her  rest  in  the  isle  o'  the  west 
And  scattered  her  foes  to  flight. 

The  scarlet  and  gold  of  the  rippling  corn. 

The  bleat  of  the  distant  fold. 
Have  woven  a  balm  of  subtle  charm 

In  the  heart  of  the  yeoman  bold. 

Yonder,  indeed,  is  Fairlight  hill. 

Now  bathed  in  the  morning  light. 

On  its  blood-red  strand  did  the  Conqueror  land. 
And  Harold  went  forth  to  fight ; 

But  a  veil  is  cast  on  the  warlike  past, 

And  songs  of  praise  and  love 
Are  wafted  clear  to  their  Maker's  ear 

As  He  rules  in  the  realms  above. 
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Heaven  and  earth  received  to  rest 
The  last  of  the  Saxon  kings, 

And  the  daisies  peep  where  he  lies  asleep, 
And  the  throstle  chaunts  and  sings  ; 

Good  monks  do  pray  for  his  soul,  they  say, 
And  kneel  by  the  Royal  dust. 

And  the  altar-stone  that  stands  alone, 
True  to  their  ancient  trust ; 

They  worshipped  not  in  our  modern  way 
With  anthem  loud  and  long. 

Taking  the  name  of  their  God  in  vain 
In  the  words  of  some  foreign  song  ; 

No'censer  exhaled  its  perfume  high 

O'er  the  shrine  of  their  lowly  creed, 

The  incense  born  in  the  lap  of  morn 
Sufficed  to  their  simple  need  ; 

Theirs  was  a  sweet  and  child-like  love, 

And  God  was  oft  revealed 
In  leafy  bower,  or  midnight  hour, 

Or  frost  or  flowery  field  ; 

And  you  that  scofF  at  their  turn  of  mind 

And  their  mediaeval  ways, 
Where  would  you  go  such  faith  to  find 

In  the  "  light "  of  these  afterdays  ? 
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THE  LEGEND  OF  UDIMERE 

II 

*''  I  ^IS  early  spring,  when  the  apples  bloom, 
•»-        And  the  voices  of  March  grow  still, 
They  lay  the  first  foundation-stone 
Of  the  chapel  upon  the  hill  j 


Northward  afar  extends  the  mere 
With  rushes  and  tufty  reeds 

That  droop  and  sway  as  the  breezes  play 
In  lines  on  the  grassy  meads ; 


High  overhead  the  plovers  wheel 
And  utter  their  plaintive  cry. 

And  the  marshpools  glint  with  an  azure  tint 
Portraying  cloud  and  sky  ; 


The  stone  is  laid  with  reverent  hands 
On  the  mortar-block  beneath, 

And  slips  when  freed  by  the  lord  of  Brede 
Like  a  falchion  to  its  sheath  ; 

46 


And  young  and  old  who  stand  around 
With  head  uncovered,  bare, 

And  knight  and  squire  in  bright  attire 
Are  bowed  in  silent  prayer. 

Small  Saxon  girls  with  flaxen  curls 
And  brawny  lads  and  strong. 

And  ladies  dight  in  wimples  white 
Are  numbered  of  the  throng. 

The  stone  is  laid,  the  prayer  is  said. 
The  workers  ply  their  toil 

To  raise  in  monument  to  God 
A  product  of  their  soil ; 

But  when  the  star  of  eve  has  broke 

In  lilac  and  in  rose. 
Each  to  his  home  till  morrow  come, 

They  seek  a  sure  repose. 

When  morrow  dawns,  they  wend  afield 
To  view  a  marvellous  sight. 

For  brick  and  stone  and  church  are  gone. 
Vanished  amid  the  night ; 
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No  vestige  of  their  work  remains, 
But  gorse  and  bramble  share 

The  plot  of  ground  they  cleared  around 
With  lavishment  of  care. 

"  Woe  unto  us,"  the  yoemen  cry, 
"  What  devil,  man,  or  God 

Has  stood  in  wrath  athwart  the  path 
Where  late  our  footsteps  trod  ? 

*'  For  never  a  man  of  woman  born 

Had  melted  stone  to  clay 
And  raised  the  weeds  from  tiny  seeds 

All  in  a  single  day  ! 

"  Search  ye  your  hearts  !  for  darkest  crime 
Lies  bosomed  deep  and  dire. 

And  some  there  be  whose  purity 
Is  scorched  with  blood  or  fire. 

"  Search  ye  your  hearts  !  for  every  sin 

That  Cometh  not  to  light 
Must  ye  assuage  who  would  engage 

To  watch  with  us  this  night ! " 
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Then  singly,  then  in  little  bands 
Uprose  a  shame- faced  crowd, 

And  silent  passed  from  first  to  last 

With  head  and  shoulders  bowed  ; 

But  one  and  twenty  yeomen  stayed 

Upon  the  brambled  hill 
To  meet  the  ordeal  unafraid, 

For  God  was  with  them  still. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  UDIMERE 

III 

OVER  the  rim  of  the  western  world 
Where  the  old-time  heroes  dwell, 
A  golden  ball  in  a  scarlet  pall 

The  sun-god  reeled  and  fell, 

And  the  million  arms  of  the  forest  trees 

Hid  him  away  from  sight 
In  the  purple  tent  of  the  Occident 

As  he  fled  from  his  gaoler,  night ; 
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The  hem  of  his  robe  lay  scattered  and  strown 
In  the  stretches  of  western  sky, 

And  sinister  fingers  clutch  what  lingers, 
Tearing  the  clouds  on  high  ; 

The  mountainous  shadows  creep  and  cling 
Till  the  latest  beams  have  passed, 

And  the  starlight  sheds  on  the  bracken  beds 
Of  the  watchers  with  prayer  and  fast ; 

The  distant  knell  of  the  curfew  tolls 

From  the  belfry  of  Brede  church-spire, 

And  the  cottage  windows  flicker  and  flame 
In  the  light  of  the  dying  fire  ; 

Ghostly  figures,  pale  as  death, 

Horrible,  wan,  and  weird. 
Rise  like  dreams  from  the  marsh  and  streams, 

White  as  a  dead  man's  beard  j 

Down  the  silent  valleys  they  sweep 
Like  billows  of  drifting  snow. 

And  the  swish  and  glide  of  the  incoming  tide 
Rustles  the  reeds  below  ; 
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Now  and  again  a  night-bird's  shriek 

Startles  the  silent  air 
Like  a  demon's  dirge  o'er  the  ocean  surge 

Filled  with  a  wild  despair  ; 

Then  the  watchers  tremble  in  lonely  fear, 

And  huddle  alone  from  the  cold, 
Feeling  the  breath  of  the  tyrant  death 

Ere  the  night  is  two  hours  old  ; 

Slowly, — more  slowly,  the  minutes  pass, 
And  the  air  grows  thick  with  cloud. 

And  the  stars  have  a  veil  of  hurrying  gale. 
And  the  moon  a  leaden  shroud  ; 

Suddenly,  borne  through  the  deep  dark  night, 

The  chimes  of  midnight  strike 
In  a  joyous  peal  whose  echoes  steal 

O'er  woodland  and  marsh  and  dyke, 

And  straightway  the  Heavens  are  filled  with  song. 

And  a  silver  sunlight  streams 
From  the  zenith  above,  where  all  is  Love 

And  the  glory  of  conscious  dreams  ; 
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"Over  the  mere,"  the  angels  cry, 

And  the  rush  of  their  wings  is  heard  on  high  ; 

Hither  and  thither  and  to  and  fro 

They  pass  through  the  ether  above,  below, 

Every  wing  with  a  different  note 
Swelling  the  chorus  around,  afloat, 

Chords  of  harmony  seem  to  well 

From  the  glowing  streams  where  the  spirits  dwell, 

And  their  pulsing  wave-beats  time  and  again 
Echo  the  long-drawn  wild  refrain 

Borne  to  the  strand  of  the  listening  ear  : 
"  Over  the  mere ! — over  the  mere  !  " 

The  vision  passes ;  the  angels  wing 

Back  to  their  starry  spheres, 
And  the  timeless  portals  of  God's  Immortals 

Close  on  the  passing  years. 

And  the  walls  of  darkness  riven  in  twain 

By  the  floods  of  Heavenly  light 
Roll  together  and  close  again 

In  the  surging  mists  of  night ; 
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But  the  glory  of  God  lay  deep  in  the  souls 

Of  those  erring  sons  of  men, 
For  they  knew  in  their  prayer  that  Christ  was  there 

Whose  strength  was  the  strength  of  ten, 

And  they  passed  through  the  vale  in  the  midst  of 
the  gale 

With  never  a  fear  or  qualm 
Till  they  came  to  the  quiet  hamlet-side 

Chaunting  an  holy  psalm  ; 

And  they  builded  the  chapel  across  the  mere 

Where  it  stands  unto  this  day. 
And  served  the  Lord  in  faith  and  fear, 

Praising  His  Name  alway. 
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MICHELANGELO 

IMMORTAL  sculptor,  by  whose  hand 
An  angel  pent  in  prison'd  stone 
Spread  forth  her  ivory  wings  and  wand 

And  made  the  earth  her  argent  throne, 
What  mystic  choir  of  voices  dim 

Gave  thee  command  o'er  seraphim  ? 

I  seem  to  see  thee  in  repose 

Thy  features  shrouded  by  the  night, 
When  sudden  through  the  darkness  glows 

A  finger  from  the  Infinite, 
And  thou  immortal,  dost  assume 

The  light  that  shines  beyond  the  tomb ; 

Upon  thy  forehead  sweet  it  rests. 

And  fills  thy  brain  with  bright  surmise, 
And  starts  thee  forth  on  holy  quests 

Among  the  meadows  of  the  skies, 
And  new  ideals  that  compass  Time 

Along  the  paths  of  the  sublime. 
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HERALD  OF  THE  SPRING 


THE  Royal  Stag  surveys  the  mountain  glen, 
And  snifFs  with  nostril  wide  the  upland  air, 
Then  bounding  onward  over  crag  and  fen 

To  where  the  gentle  hind  has  made  repair. 
He  marks  the  lovely  anguish  of  her  eye, 

Then  sees  in  that  fair  orb  the  changes  spread 
Like  summer  flashes  in  an  autumn  sky, 
And  love  and  greeting  triumph  over  dread. 


II 

And  thou,  fair  friend,  whom  I  have  learnt  to  love. 

Thy  soul  is  as  the  complement  of  mine. 
Yet  what  in  me  is  there  of  worth  to  prove 

Comparable  to  beauty  such  as  thine  ? 
Thy  hands  are  like  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

And  soft  as  down  upon  the  cygnet's  breast 
Thy  hair's  luxuriance  is  made  to  yield 

A  harvest  golden  as  the  garnered  west. 
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in 

The  world  and  life  are  like  a  stormy  sea, 

Conflicting  tempests  rend  the  sultry  night, 
And  all  is  dark,  and  has  been,  and  shall  be, 

Till  through  the  gloom  there  breaks  thy  beacon*s 
light, 
But  then  the  woful  anguish  of  my  soul 

Shall  fade  and  fail  as  mist  before  the  dawn. 
Till  thy  departure  mark  the  sorry  toll. 

And  bitter  grief  dispel  my  joy  outworn. 

IV 

For  thou  art  fame,  and  name,  and  beauty's  gold, 

And  all  that  ever  spoke  of  joy  to  me. 
Our  love  is  on  the  scroll  of  ages  rolled 

That  Time  unrolling  never  yet  shall  free 
While  empires  totter,  and  the  bones  of  men 

Still  in  the  womb  of  ages  turn  to  earth, 
And  kingdoms  pass,  and  dead  men  rise  again. 

And  other  suns  and  planets  have  their  birth. 

V 

What  power  can  fix  a  limit  to  thy  scope 
Immortal  ever-breathing  boundless  love  ? 

Thou  art  the  very  end,  the  goal  of  hope. 
The  source  of  virtue,  as  the  Truth  above, 
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And  we  might  know  perfection  could  we  find 
Thy  perfect  Essence,  but  to  live  in  thee 

Is  granted  only  to  the  Perfect  Mind, 

And  that  in  earthly  things  may  never  be. 


VI 

But  what  of  earth  !  for  whither  does  it  tend  ? 

Within  a  narrow  space  the  ages  fly, 
And  all  things  hasten  to  their  common  end, 

The  brood  of  imperfection  all  must  die  ; 
The  life  of  man  is  like  a  grain  of  sand 

Alike  in  its  duration  as  its  worth, 
That  cast  upon  the  fair  and  shining  land 

Shall  yet  endure,  and  as  a  Rock  stand  forth, 

VII 

Yet  as  the  grain  to  make  the  mighty  rock 

United  yet  to  other  grains  must  be, 
So  thou  and  I,  to  stem  the  tempest's  shock, 

To  brave  rebuke,  and  mock  adversity. 
Must  choose  example  from  the  royal  stag 

And  live  for  each  in  each,  then  in  our  home 
The  light  of  love  shall  pave  each  mountain  crag 

With  blissful  joy,  and  smooth  the  paths  we  roam. 
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VIII 

Thy  liquid  eyes  are  bright  as  the  gazelle's, 

Thy  charms  combine  the  lotus  with  the  rose, 
Thy  breath  is  sweeter  far  than  heather-bells, 

Thy  neck  and  forehead  as  the  mountain  snows  ; 
Thy  grace  more  beautiful  than  swaying  palms, 

Thy  laughter  as  the  warbling  of  a  stream, 
Thy  voice  as  music,  and  thy  tender  arms 

Embrace  me  still,  do  I  reflect  or  dream  ; 

IX 

When  thou  art  absent,  all  around  is  nought, 

My  eye  is  centred  in  my  musing  mind, 
I  see  thee  pictured  in  the  realms  of  thought, 

I  hear  thy  whisper  in  the  passing  wind. 
And  I  am  happy  then,  to  hold  the  key 

To  so  much  beauty, — gazing  in  the  glass 
That  mirrors  back  thy  loveliness  ; — to  see 

Thy  burning  glances  as  the  moments  pass. 

X 

Farewell,  thou  loved  one,  till  the  violet  wake 

From  summer  sleep  to  mourn  the  dying  rose, 
And  browning  oak,  and  golden  chestnut  shake 
Their  burdens  from    them,  and  the  short  days 
close 
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With  lengthened  twilight.    Thou  wilt  come  again, 
And  Autumn  woo  thee,  Herald  of  the  Spring  ! 

And  spring  and  autumn  meeting  thus,  the  reign 
Of  ice-bound  winter  shall  afar  take  wing. 


LINES  WRITTEN  FEBRUARY  ii, 

1 90 1 

TA'EN  to  thy  rest  upon  an  alien  soil, 
Slain  by  a  son  that  was  thy  all  in  life, 
Fain  would  I  mourn  thee,  Milan,  but  the  moil 
Is  done, — peace  cometh  after  strife. 
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A  VISION 

I 

I  WANDER  forth  beside  a  sombre  sea, 
The  drifting  clouds  are  low,  the  storm  broods 
high, 
Between  its  folds  the  moon  shines  fitfully, 

The  waves  are  all  amoan,  the  sea-mews  cry. 
And  stormy  petrels  labour  wearily. 

Nor  dare  to  fret  their  wings  against  the  ashen 
sky. 

II 

The  sullen  murmur  of  the  waves  alone 
I  seem  to  hear  from  out  the  purple  gloom, 

A  deep  crescendo  and  a  monotone, 

Now  very  low,  like  voices  from  the  tomb, 

Then  higher,  rasping  over  sand  and  stone 

Swell,  overpowering  as  the  trumpet-call  of  doom. 

Ill 

Alone, — alone,  I  hear  the  surges  play 

While  ever  and  anon,  most  weird  and  shrill, 

Unearthly  curfews  mock  the  passdd  day 
Like  demons  of  the  nightly  hour,  and  fill 

The  darkness  with  their  callings ;  far  away 
Spirits  of  silence  tremble  on  the  lonely  hill. 
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IV 

All  is  so  bleak  upon  that  wind-swept  shore, 
Through  the  dim  twilight  stands  a  single  tree, 

Emaciated  branches  clamber  o'er 

Her  gnarled  limbs,  and  wave  most  piteously 

Above  and  all  about  her,  like  the  claw 

Of  some  strange  monster  known  not  of  the  earth 
nor  sea. 

V 

I  stood  upon  the  waterside,  when  lo  ! 

The  waves  receding  far  beneath  my  gaze 
The  dark  green  depths  grew  darker,  and  the  flow 

Of  clouds  more  swift  athwart  the  ocean  ways, 
Until  obscuring  all,  above,  below 

And  all  around  me  spread  fields  of  far-reaching 
haze. 

VI 

Then  in  an  agony  of  fear  I  cried, 

While   a   cold   numbness   seized    my   shivering 
frame, 
Blindly  I  groped  in  darkness,  none  replied, 

Till  from  the  inverse  deep  a  strange  light  came 
By  the  surrounding  gloom  intensified. 

And  the  black  web  of  night  was  woven  into  flame. 
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VII 

A  pendant  orb  of  crimson  there  did  race 

That  in  dark  vaporous  cloud  had  found  its  birth, — 

Those  rolling  billows  that  encompass  space 
And  span  the  magnitude  of  Heaven's  girth, 

And  writ  upon  the  planet's  glowing  face 

Were  continents  and  seas,  and  I  beheld  the  earth. 


VIII 

And  then  there  fell  on  my  amazed  sight 
The  vision  of  a  sinful  soul  on  high, 

And  Earth's  red  ball  was  just  beneath  his  flight. 
And  all  around  was  black  obscurity 

(A  white  hand  led  him  up  the  dusky  height), 
And  lo !  this  sorrow-laden  traveller  was  I. 


IX 

And  even  as  I  looked,  above  us  rose 

A  Tree  of  dazzling  fire, — a  mighty  Flame 
White  as  the  moonbeams  on  a  mountain's  snows. 

The  Cross  of  Calvary,  and  all  who  came 
In  reach  of  the  pure  light  that  from  it  flows 

Were     touched     with     Heavenly     grace,     and 
worshipped  Jesus'  Name. 
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In  joy  serene  I  gazed  upon  the  face 

Of  one  who  led  my  soul  to  that  pure  fount, 

And  by  the  light  of  Christ  did  read  and  trace 
Diviner  beauty  than  of  earth's  account, 

And  passionately  prayed  for  the  same  grace, 

And  felt  our  spirits  one,  and  stayed   upon  the 
Mount. 
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AN  AFRICAN  SUNSET 

ONCE  more  the  sun  is  gathering  her  rays 
Of  light  unto  her  bosom  all  aflame, 
Encircled  by  a  robe  of  crimson  cloud, 
Mingled  with  orange,  girt  about  with  gold. 
Reflected  eastwards  o'er  an  azure  sky, 
Tingeing  the  distant  mountain-tops  with  blood. 
Yet  ever  changing  its  chameleon  hues. 
And  sinking,  slowly  sinking,  till  at  last 
The  beetling  crags,  the  canopy  of  green, 
The  mountain  torrent,  and  the  waving  trees 
Fade  from  our  wandering  gaze,  and  dreary  night 
Unfolds  her  mantle  steeped  in  Stygian  gloom, 
And  spreads  it  over  mountain,  forest,  glen. 
The  ghostly  tree-trunks  in  the  faint  star-light — 
My  sleeping  comrades  lying  round  the  fire — 
The  guardian  stars  that  with  me  keep  their  watch- 
On  each  in  turn  I  rest  my  wandering  eye  ; 
Save  for  the  crackle  of  a  burning  log 
And  bubbling  of  a  little  mountain-stream, 
The  silence  of  the  forest  is  profound. 
But  not  for  long.     The  hum  of  insect  life, 
The  myriad  myriad  creatures  on  the  wing 
Breaks  through  the  stillness  of  the  forest  glade  ; 
Great  bird-like  moths  a-hover  o'er  the  fire 
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Attracted  by  the  light  and  genial  warmth, 
And  living  sparks  the  fairy-flies  aglow 
Flit  here  and  there  amid  the  graceful  ferns 
That  poise  above  the  murmur  of  the  stream, 
And  night-birds'  songs  are  wafted  on  the  breeze 
That  softly  stirs  the  wild  flowers  and  the  leaves, 
And  brings  to  earth  a  thousand  dew-drops  sweet. 


65  B 


TO  CLARE 

HEARTS  are  true,  though  words  are  few 
And  letters  far  between, 
For  love  and  longing  still  combine 
To  make  your  heart  my  fairest  shrine, 
And  render,  little  sister  mine. 

Your  memory  evergreen  ! 
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INVER  ISLE 

TTT'HERE  Erin  lifts  her  lofty  peaks  from  out  the 

'  ^      Atlantic  wave 
That  foams  and  roars  eternally  by  channel,  rock,  and 

cave, 
Where  mountain-range  and  gleaming  lake  extend 

from  sea  to  sea, 

0  thou  that  hearkenest  to  my  song,  in  spirit  bear 

with  me. 

1  stood  and  gazed  across  the  vast  expanse  of  liquid 

blue 
To  Inver  Isle,  whose  wooded  haunts  and  winding 

paths  I  knew. 
The  autumn  sun  had  changed  the  leaf  of  summer 

green  to  gold, 
And  all  around  the  creepers  hung  in  many  a  scarlet 

fold, 
The  weeping  willows  kissed  the  lake  that  lapped 

about  its  shore. 
And  moss  and  fern  and  floweret  gay  bedecked  the 

island  floor. 
The  sun  above  shone  brightly  down,  the  scattered 

rocks  gleamed  white. 
And  all  was  joyful  as  the  day,  yet  peaceful  as  the  night. 
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I  turned  from  this  delightful  scene,  when  lo  !  what 

prospect  dire 
Stretched  out  for  many  a  lonely  league  of  swamp 

and  oozy  mire ; 
And  here  the  glacier-stream  had  left  memorial  of 

his  reign, 
For  giant  boulders  everywhere  lay  strown  upon  the 

plain  ; 
Like  tombstones  vast  and  undesigned,  of  every  shape 

and  size, 
They  seemed  to  mourn  the  ages  gone  beneath  for- 
gotten skies ; 
The  mountains  in   the  distance  grey    lifted  their 

summits  proud. 
Those  twelve  twin   peaks  of  beetling   rock   with 

circling  whisp  of  cloud, 
While  eastward  far,  and  to  the  north,  a  treacherous 

morass 
Extended   wide    its  moss   and  heath,  and   lightly 

rustling  grass. 


68 


ODE  TO  LOVE 
I 

THE  darkling  hours  of  night 
Were  made  for  thee, 
When  thoughts  are  light 
As  shadows  o'er  the  sea 
Cast  by  the  moonbeams  bright 
Across  the  cloudlets'  flight, 
Their  canopy. 

II 
Thine  are  the  golden  hours 
Of  mirthful  day, 
The  trees  and  flowers. 
For  all  things  own  thy  sway. 
The  leafy  woodland  bowers 
Refreshed  by  wandering  showers 
Thy  word  obey. 

Ill 

Lulled  is  the  heart  of  man 

To  peace  and  rest, 

When  faint  and  wan 
Thy  spirit  soothes  his  breast, 

Thy  power  outran 

His  fleeting  span 
Of  years,  and  still  is  blessed. 
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IV 

We  see  the  Dawn  arise 
Above  the  steep, 
And  flush  the  skies, 

And  flash  along  the  deep, 
Before  our  eyes 
The  starlight  dies. 

And  night  is  hushed  to  sleep  ; 


Such  as  the  Dawn  art  thou, 

Immortal  Love  ! 

Thou  speedest  now 
The  green  earth  far  above. 

And  mountains  bow, 

And  breezes  sough 
And  whisper  through  the  grove, 

VI 

And  thou  art  there  ; — we  hear 
The  rustling  leaves. 
And  thou  art  near, 

Beneath  the  dewy  eaves  ; 

Thine  accent  on  the  ear, — 

Thine  image  cherished  dear — 
What  joy  it  gives  ! 
70 


VII 

And  then — the  triumph  note 

Of  Passion's  song  ! — 

Rising  afloat 
And  soaring  swift  and  strong, 

'Twould  seem  to  dare 
Upon  the  wings  of  air 

The  ages  long  ! 

VIII 

Uplift  thee,  O  my  soul 
Thy  wings  of  vi^hite. 
Nor  brook  control, 

Fling  oflF  the  garb  of  night, 
Life's  ocean-roll 

Shall  speed  thee  to  thy  goal 
The  source  of  Light  ! 

IX 

As  soon  rebuke  the  tide 

Upon  the  sand. 

As  soon  dare  chide 
Winds,  billows,  tempest-fann'd, 

As  hope  to  guide 

Or  thrust  aside 
Love  ! — thy  resistless  hand, 
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LOVE  GROWN  COLD 

LIKE  a  voice  from  the  tomb  that  is  dead, 
Like  the  light  of  a  star  that  is  old, 
Like  a  face  in  a  dream  that  has  long  since  fled 
Is  love  grown  cold  ; 

The  thoughts  vi^hich  I  dared  not  think, 
The  deeds  that  are  past  and  done, 
Returning  flock  by  memory's  brink 
One  by  one  ; 

Of  the  days  that  I  loved  you  most, 
Of  the  days  that  you  loved  me  best. 
Like  the  postern  light  of  a  ship  at  night 
We  are  dispossessed. 
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THE  DREAM  OF  LIFE 

JUST  as  a  dream  at  dead  of  night 
Thrilling  the  brain  with  life  and  light, 
Such  is  our  road  and  earthly  load, 
Such  is  the  clamour  and  the  fight  : 

Vivid  and  wonderful  they  seem. 
Visible  earth  and  ruffled  stream, 
The  solitudes  of  cloistered  woods, — 
Yet  not  more  vivid  than  a  dream  1 

Behind  the  veil  of  dust  and  sense, 
Beneath  this  error  and  pretence. 
There  shines  serene  in  God  and  Man 
The  flame  of  quenchless  Innocence. 
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CE  QUI  EST,  EST  TOUJOURS 

A    WEARY  wanderer  passed  the  gates  of  birth  ; 
■^  ^     Oblivion  shook  his  pearls  of  former  years 
Gathered  at  random  from  the  ancient  earth 
Into  their  native  sea  of  silent  tears  ; 
He  stood  once  more  upon  a  strand  of  time, 

Unconscious  of  the  past,  and  free 

From  all  regret  or  memory, 
But  with  his  former  burden  all  unwittingly 
Upon  him  still,  so  that  the  mortal  slime 
Of  this  dull  world  beset  him  as  he  strode 
Upon  the  path  which  leads  to  the  sublime, 
Clogging  his  footsteps  on  the  upland  road, 
Until  despairingly  to  Heaven  he  cried 
"  Why  hast  Thou  set  me  here  with  this  great  load 
To  struggle  helpless  far  from  Thy  serene  abode  ? " 


*'  Behold  the  creature  whom  Thou  hast  devised  j 
I  had  no  wish  but  to  obey  Thy  will. 
Yet  am  I  now  of  men  the  most  despised. 
Compassed  with  grief,  and  prey  to  every  ill  j 
My  childhood's  years  were  innocent  and  pure. 
My  early  faith  first  stayed  on  Thee, 
I  called  Thee  '  Bounteous  Love  ! ' — and  see 
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To  what  unhallowed  depths,  O  God,  Thou  bringest 


me  ; 


Thou  madest  all  things  good  ? — yet  I  endure 
Tempests  of  shame, — ungovernable  woe  ; 
All  power  is  Thine  ! — yet  evil  hosts  allure 
My  soul  to  living  death  where'er  I  go ; 
Beset  by  forces  fearful  and  extreme, 
Are  these  the  waters  from  Thy  Fount  that  flow  ? 
Then  is  Thy  Name  not  Love  I — ah   God,  that   I 
might  know." 

There  came  an  inward  angel  to  his  soul 
That  set  a  burning  taper  in  the  hall 
Where  all  was  darksome  chaos  ;  softly  stole 
That  light  effulgent,  breathing  into  all 
The  sense  of  fitness,  and  the  light  revealed 

That  which  from  the  first  had  been 

Though  to  mortal  eye  unseen. 
Those  immeasurable  truths  which  intervene 
'Twixt  death  and  man,  and  shall  be  unconcealed 
When  the  false  picture  of  the  twilight  dream 
Fades  from  the  consciousness,  and  passions  yield 
Their  native  shadow  to  the  dawning  gleam 
Whose  noon  shall  sweep  them  from  the  field, 
Caught  up  again  in  the  eternal  theme 
Of  Life  and  Love,  the  co-existent  and  supreme. 
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NUAGES 

MAN  is  the  battleground  of  death  and  life 
E'en  as  the  winds  make  riot  with  the  moon 
That  floats  full-orb'd  upon  the  still  lagoon 
Of  sky,  then  rushes  in  Titanic  strife 

Upon     the     bellying     cloud-drifts,     where    the 

spark 
Of  lightning  flashes  on  their  billows  dark  ; 

Man  is  obscured  by  many  a  mundane  dream, 
And  mortal  eye  beholds  him  then  no  more, 
When  lo  !  a  wanderer  knocking  at  the  door  ! 

A  drop  of  life  on  the  eternal  stream  : 

For  nothing  is  but  that  which  must  have  been 
When    the  first   blossom    blew,    and    love,  was 
seen. 

The  cloudbanks  drift  across  the  changeless  moon  ; — 
The  mists  of  death  obscure  the  heights  of  man  ; — 
Yet  out  beyond  our  frail  and  finite  span 

Both  shine  unaltered,  and  we  see  them  soon 
Scatter  the  darkness  under  foot,  and  throw 
Light  on  the  struggling  voyager  below. 
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"PILATE  SAITH  UNTO  HIM, 
'  WHAT  IS  TRUTH  ? '  " 

WHEN  trusting  childhood  passed,  and  faith  was 
fought, 
By  man-made  doctrines  and  by  fear  distraught, 
I  sought  the  origin  of  life  and  mind 
To  know  the  purpose  and  the  power  of  thought ; 

I  took  the  shadowM  path  by  mortals  seen, 
Through  countless  witcheries  of  tender  green 
I  passed,  a  pilgrim  groping  in  the  dark, 
Regardless  of  the  light  that  shines  between. 

With  noxious  dogma,  and  with  ritual  spread, 
The  treasure-house  of  truth  lies  buried 
In  cavernous  gloom  beneath  a  mountain's  height. 
On  which  a  symbol-loving  priesthood  tread. 

I  sought  for  Beauty  oft  in  grove  or  grot, 
And  fancy  led  me  to  the  wildest  spot 
Graced  by  the  arts  of  Nature  ;  long  I  stray'd 
And  sought  her  wondering,  but  found  her  not ; 

I  saw  her  trail  upon  the  fallen  snow, 
Her  image  faintly  in  the  forms  that  grow  ; 
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The  dim  reflection  faded,  and  again 
I  saw  her  image  in  the  after-glow  ; 

But  that  pure  Spirit  whose  consuming  fire 
Purges  the  heart's  love  of  its  false  desire, — 
That  spotless  Soul  of  Beauty  whom  I  sought 
I  found  in  neither  woodland,  vale,  nor  byre  ; 

For  since  Annihilation  claims  its  sway 
O'er  every  compound  of  this  mortal  clay, 
So  that  which  dies  to  dust  can  ne'er  partake 
Of  that  alone  which  passeth  not  away. 

Oh  cast  thou  not  that  pearl  of  purest  price 
Thine  heart's  love  in  unworthy  sacrifice 
To  aught  less  transcendental  than  the  Soul 
Of  Beauty's  Self,  no  image  can  suffice. 

I  set  my  heart  at  first  on  things  that  change. 

On  pastoral  scene,  and  brook,  and  mountain-range, 

I  loved  to  watch  the  narciss  in  the  spring, 

And  summer  lights,  and  leaves  of  autumn  strange. 

I  loved  the  sunshine,  and  the  calm  wide  sea 
That  murmured  music  on  the  rocks  for  me, 
Faint  echoes  wave-borne  from  subaqueous  lands 
Fraught  with  storm-passions  past  or  yet  to  be. 
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I  loved  the  deep  recesses,  and  the  caves 

Of  God-voiced    headlands,   where  the    impetuous 

weaves 
Wash  into  flame  the  veins  of  isingstar, 
And  rumble  down  the  corridors  and  naves. 

I  loved  the  deep-toned  organ  that  distils 
O'er  forest  fastnesses  and  falling  rills 
A  molten  music  all  among  the  pines 
That  taciturn  enrobe  the  expanse  of  hills. 

The  whole  material  world  became  my  Bride, 
And  every  sensuous  joy  my  wants  supplied, 
My  soul  lay  steeped  in  imagery  and  art, 
And  yet,  withal,  alas  !   unsatisfied. 

Whate'er  was  beautiful  of  form  or  hue, 
The  silver  rainclouds  and  the  morning  dew, 
The  sunset  quivering  on  the  western  plains, 
I  gathered  to  myself, — and  so  I  grew. 

At  length  from  Nature,  and  the  world  of  art, 
And  every  joy  the  senses  could  impart, 
I  turned,  and  sought  for  Beauty  otherwhere 
And  found  her,  and  embraced  her  to  my  heart ; 
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And  in  that  intercourse  with  perfect  Love 
Sense  of  comparison  did  all  remove, 
And  Beauty's  Self  and  I  myself  were  One, 
And  One  was  God,  and  God  was  All  above. 

To  mortals  Beauty  hath  a  Gorgon's  Face 
Fairer  than  earth,  and  to  behold  Her  grace 
Brings  uttermost  destruction  on  their  kind. 
And  that  which  is  immortal  fills  their  place. 
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THE  SPECTROSCOPE 

I  STOOD  awhile  beside  a  magic  screen 
That  flashed  with  iridescent  bars  of  h'ght 
As  the  wide  arc  of  Heaven,  when  the  rain 
Has  left  a  silver  shimmer  on  the  green, 
Expands  its  virginal  splendour  through  the  height 
Bidding  the  song-birds  raise  their  wonted  strain, 
Surmounting  all  in  its  celestial  flight. 
And  riding  o'er  the  tempest  like  a  queen. 
Or  moonlit  idyll  on  a  summer's  night ; 
With  careless  eye  beholding  that  strange  sight, 
I  wondered  at  the  triumphs  of  our  day, 
And  if  the  fount  of  wisdom  had  run  dry. 
Or  if  that  widow's  cruse  would  still  supply 
Fresh  food  for  man's  advancement  or  decay  ; 
Thus  mutely  pondering  with  upturned  eye, 
A  spirit  to  my  spirit  seemed  to  say  : 
"  Avert  thy  gaze,  thou  child  of  little  worth. 
The  sum  of  wisdom  other  than  thine  own 
Is  broad  as  ocean — deepest  as  the  sea. 
Yet  all  this  measured  with  the  vast  unknown 
Is  to  compare  thy  little  sphere  of  earth 
With  the  whole  range  of  wide  Infinity.'* 
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NIGHT  ON  THE  OCEAN 

(Lines  written  on  the  yacht  "  Utowana  "  off  the 
west  coast  of  Ireland^  September  1901) 

WHEN  dark  and  peaceful  is  the  nighi 
And  calm  the  ocean  wave. 
While  all  along  the  vessel's  side 
The  darkling  w^aters  lave, 


When  soft  the  gentle  breezes  stir 
The  rigging  and  the  spars, 

Reflected  on  the  Vi^atery  vv^aste 
Glimmer  the  twinkling  stars ; 


Then,  then  alone,  the  mind  can  soar 
Above  the  realms  of  earth. 

Can  penetrate  the  mysteries 
Of  life  that  gave  it  birth. 


Of  oceans,  lands,  the  passing  years 
That  o'er  a  sea  sublime 

Like  billows  sweep  into  the  deep 
Eternity  of  time  ; 
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Then  suddenly  upon  the  soul 

Is  borne  a  mighty  awe 
As  though  a  Presence  now  was  felt 

That  ne'er  had  been  before, 

It  speaks  to  us  from  out  the  deeps, 

The  breezes  waft  it  nigh, 
And  far  above  it  whispers  low 

From  out  the  star-lit  sky  ; 

And  now  the  Majesty  Divine 

Pervades  the  inward  soul 
And  in  the  breast  is  felt  a  calm 

Beyond  our  own  control  ; 

The  stars  above,  the  sea  below 
God's  mighty  power  proclaim, 

The  evening  zephyrs  sighing  round 
Are  whispering  His  Name. 

»  *  *  * 

Now  soon  upon  the  utmost  edge 
Where  ocean  meets  with  sky 

Bright  silvery  arrows  pierce  the  gloom 
And  raise  themselves  on  high, 
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And  slowly  all  the  western  stars 
Grow  faint  and  cease  their  light, 

As  one  by  one  those  arrow  rays 
Proclaim  the  Queen  of  Night, 

As  if  a  mermaid  from  the  deep 

Had  left  her  ocean  cave 
And  lightly  poised  herself  along 

The  crest  of  every  wave, 

A  pearly  thread  reveals  itself 

Above  the  heaving  swell, 
Then  climbing  higher,  crescent-shaped. 
Hangs  like  a  silver  bell, 

And  swift  the  merry  moonbeams  flash 

And  glimmer  on  our  lea, 
As  thousand  rippling  wavelets  chase 

The  light  across  the  sea. 

Still  upward  climbs  the  sickle  moon 

Into  the  midnight  sky, 
And  fleecy  clouds  in  endless  train 

Are  ever  passing  by, 
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Like  giant  snowflakes,  pure  and  white, 

Across  the  blue  they  race, 
And  gently  borne  amid  their  folds 

And  wrapt  in  their  embrace 

The  moon  rides  on  in  solemn  state 

Till  once  again  there  rise 
Those  shafts  of  light  from  out  the  east 

That  pierce  the  morning  skies, 

They  tinge  with  rose  the  vault  of  Heav'n, 
The  banks  of  cloud  with  gold. 

Until  the  brilliant  sunshine  soon 
Its  wonders  doth  unfold  ; 

The  morning  breeze  springs  lightly  up, 

The  waves  in  long  array 
Start  from  the  deep,  the  sails  unfurl, 

And  all  the  world  is  day. 


85 


SONNET 

(after  Michelangelo) 

LORD    of  my   thoughts,   and    solace    of    my 
dreams, 
I  seek  no  other  fortune  but  thine  eyes, 
Whose  veiled  orbs  are  guardians,  as  it  seems. 
Of  all  the  golden  secrets  of  the  wise, 
And  those  poor  treasures  we  so  dearly  prize. 
And  e'en  the  lore  of  woods  and  moony  streams 
Have  taught  me  less  of  love  and  paradise 
Than  I  have  garnered  from  thy  spirit's  themes  ; 
Oh  guide  me  ever  by  thy  beauteous  grace. 
Refresh  me  from  the  well  of  thy  deep  love, 
For  such  our  natures,  that  their  sympathy 
Extends  through  regions  of  untravelled  space 
Riding  the  voiceless  echoes  far  above 
To  join  their  counterpart  beyond  the  sea. 
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DE  TENEBRIS 

THE  weary  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  hills, 
His  messengers  of  light  and  joy  depart, 
Vast  shadows  steal  the  sparkle  from  the  rills, 
And  trembling  twilight  creeps  into  my  heart. 

A  little  while  before,  and  it  was  day. 
And  I  was  pure  and  lovely  like  the  sea. 

The  crystal  path  of  grace  before  me  lay. 
And  God's  own  spirits  ministered  to  me  ; 

Alone  in  outer  darkness  now  I  stand. 

The  solitude  of  night  is  over  all. 
Grey  mists  of  evil  wander  o'er  the  land 

And  wrap  themselves  around  me  like  a  pall  ; 

I  struggle  blindly  with  no  star  to  guide. 

My  friends  all  lost,  my  faith  and  fate  obscure, 
Battling  against  my  passions  and  my  pride, 

My  only  hope,  to  suffer,  and  endure. 

*  *  *  * 

In  other  days  we  clambered  up  the  cliffs 

And  watched  the  shadowed  seas,  thou  and  I, 
Where  swallow-winged  and  jewel-girdled  skiffs 

Breasted  the  dimpling  waves  and  ruffled  by  ; 
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At  Bodiam  once,  beneath  the  embattled  keep 
We  stood  amid  the  gloom  beside  the  gate 

Where  long-forgotten  shades  aweary  sleep, 

And  knights  in  armour  battled  with  their  fate  ; 

And  oft  beside  the  silver  Thames  we  trod 

The   meadows   we  have  loved,  long  known  to 
fame, 

And  made  our  daily  offering  to  God 

In  stalls  of  splendour  linked  with  noble  name  ; 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  this  hour  of  need, 
Nor  yet  withold  the  solace  of  Thy  grace  ? 

But  point  the  road  by  which  I  may  be  freed 
Through  simple  toil  or  homely  commonplace. 

Ah  !  why  will  mortal  grief  seek  mortal  aid. 
Or  dust  take  refuge  in  its  brother  dust  ? 

Only  the  Faithful  can  be  undismayed 

Who  turn  to  Jesus  whom  they  know  and  trust ; 

Therefore  I  pray  the  Lord  that  he  will  deign 
To  throw  once  more  the  light  of  morn  on  me, 

And  send  forgiveness  to  allay  my  pain. 
And  for  His  ministering  angel, — thee. 
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CONTRITION 

QOUL  of  the  world  that  broodest  o'er  the  wave 
^     And  spend'st  in  sohtude  the  tranquil  night, 
I  sought  to  find  in  thee  a  power  to  save, 

A  soothing  balm  to  stay  the  tempest's  might. 

Throned  in  the  deep,  yet  holding  far  aloot 

No  thought  terrestrial  thy  spirit  mars, 
Thou  gazest  ever  through  the  velvet  roof 
,   And  spangled  broideries  of  silver  stars ; 

Thine  outspread  wings  are  canopied  in  space. 
Or  fluttering  breathe  the  night  wind  to  bestir 

The  scent  of  odorous  ocean,  and  to  grace 
The  fleecy  cloudlets,  their  artificer. 

Stricken  I  sought  thee  through  the  midnight  gloom 
Darkness  without,  darkness  within  my  soul. 

To  pray  for  courage  in  the  face  of  doom 
To  drink  the  bitter  dregs  within  the  bowl  ; 

The  gentle  bosom  of  the  brooding  deep 

Breathed  into  mine  her  sweet  responsive  sigh. 

The  voice  of  Nature  calling  through  her  sleep 
Told  me  the  spirit  of  the  world  was  nigh, 
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And  I  arose,  and  voiced  my  pleading  art, 

Frail  atom  of  the  universal  whole  ; 
But  w^hat,  alas  !  can  soothe  the  guilty  heart, 

Or  rouse  to  higher  heights  the  burdened  soul  ? 

The  river  courses  on  its  winding  way, 

And  leaps  with  joy  to  meet  the  summer  sun, 

In  ecstasy  delights  the  livelong  day 
Until  its  little  travelling  be  done. 

But  what  can  stay  it  in  its  downward  flight  ? 

Stem  the  wild  rush  wherewith  its  waters  groan  ? 
No  power  can  make  it  reascend  the  height. 

When  lost  for  ever  in  the  deep  unknown  ; 

And  I  approached  me  on  my  bended  knee, 
For  I  was  swept  away  on  Passion's  stream. 

Scourged  by  remorse,  to  face  eternity 

Without  one  little  gloom-dispelling  beam. 

Long  time  I  sought  some  solitary  ray 

That  might  illume  the  channels  of  the  mind, 

Long  time  I  searched  for  virtue,  but  the  day 
Had  passed,  and  left  the  bitter  night  behind. 

90 


Then  Memory  recalled  one  Act  of  Love 
That  might  assuage  the  sorrow  of  my  sin, 

I  lifted  up  my  heart  and  eyes  above, 
And  felt  a  perfect  spirit  pass  vv^ithin  ; 

My  little  barque  was  turned  against  the  breeze. 
Against  the  breeze  and  stream  was  borne  along, 

Beneath  the  arms  of  overarching  trees 
I  had  no  fear,  I  heard  an  angel's  song  ; 

Urged  by  a  force  miraculously  kind 

Up  the  broad  drifts  and  cataracts  I  sped. 

The  downward-flowing  streams  of  life  behind, 
The  light  upon  the  mountain  tops  ahead  ; 

The  realms  of  Love  expand  beneath  my  gaze. 
The  mortal  error  sinks  at  last  from  view, 

And  am  I  conscious  of  nor  time  nor  space 
When  turning  from  the  transient  to  the  true. 
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SPRING 

THE  softly  gliding  hours  go  by, 
The  lamb  returns  into  the  fold, 
And  Spring  from  Nature's  armoury 

Calls  forth  the  arrow-heads  of  gold 
Among  the  grass,  and  daisies  pied 
Gaze  on  their  brethren  yellow-eyed  ; 

The  throstle  chaunts  her  ancient  song 
Of  triumph  o'er  the  winter's  snows. 

On  gentle  breezes  borne  along 

The  silken  gossamer-thread  blows. 

And  early  love  in  kirtle  green 

By  pool  and  pastureland  is  seen. 
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THE  POET'S  DREAM 

LEFT  to  the  little  winds  and  starry  bliss 
Of  summer  night,  his  spirit  rushed  to  sleep 
Beneath  the  imprint  of  his  lover's  kiss, 
A  smile  upon  his  parted  lips  hung  deep 
Quiv'ring  with  every  breath  like  some  moss-rose 
When  zephyrs  wander  through  the  briar 
And  on  silver  wings  conspire 
To  raise  the  crimson  curtain  of  their  heart's  desire, 
So  tranquilly  he  slept, — his  sure  repose 
A  wild  ecstatic  peace, — a  haven  calm, 
What  golden  dream-fire  do  those  lips  disclose  ? 
What  glorious  picture  rests  upon  his  arm 
Beneath  those  ringlets  and  their  gauzy  folds  ? 
Angels,  maybe,  that  harp  their  nightly  psalm 
'Mid  emerald  pasturage,  and  flowers  of  opiate  charm. 

There  came  a  love  on  wings  of  pearly  light 
That  took  him  gently  by  the  hand  and  said, 
"Thou  dreaming  earthchild,  let  thy  spirit  flight 
Beyond  the  changeful  regions  of  the  dead, 
And  I  will  show  thee  all  that  is  of  thine, 

And  thou  more  swift  than  angel's  wing 
Shall  breast  the  waves  of  light,  and  sing 
All  space,  and  timeless  age,  and  ageless  spring  ;  " 
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So  saying,  he  lifted  him  in  thought  divine 
Beyond  his  cabin'd  self,  and  straightway  bare 
His  spirit  with  him  to  that  boundless  shrine 
Of  Beauty  absolute  ;  the  peopled  air 
Teemed  with  an  holy  Presence  crystal-clear, 
Wherein  horizonless  all  sight  was  fair, 
And  Poetry  reigned  supreme,  and  Art  was  every- 
where. 

His  lover  gazed  upon  his  rast-closed  eyes 
Fann'd  by  the   winds   from   the   warm-hearted 

south, 
And  knowing  nothing  of  his  paradise. 
Kissed  the  sweet  honey  from  his  rose-leaf  mouth, 
Rippled  his  curls  into  a  golden  sea. 
And  lingered  on  his  bosom  white 
Beneath  the  awning  of  the  night 
Deeming  the  mortal,  Heav'n  ; — the  purple  darkness, 
light  ! 
Alas,  poor  soul  !  it  is  love's  strange  decree 
That  that  which  seemeth  best  must  pass  away. 
And  that  which  least  of  all  hath  seemed  to  thee 
Shall  yet  bespeak  an  everlasting  day  ; 
Away,  false  dreams, — thou  passion's  voice  be  still, 
It  is  not  Love  that  claims  its  jealous  sway 
With  idols  fair  or  false  of  dust  and  human  clay. 
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THE  DRAGON-FLY 

GODDESS  of  the  crystal  stream, 
Naiad  in  my  sylvan  dream, 
Summer's  love,  on  dainty  wing 
Sip  the  dewdrop  silvering. 

On  away  !  the  glassy  pool 
Paints  thee  in  the  liquid  cool, 

Many-hued  and  flashing  bright. 
On  away,  thou  heart's  delight  I 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  SWALLOW 

QWEET  harbinger  of  summer,  glad  the  morn 
^     That  brings  thee  back  anew, 
Gone  are  the  wintry  frosts,  and  azure  skies 
Are  darkly  mirror'd  on  thy  wings  of  blue  ; 
Far  south  of  noonday  were  thy  winter  quarters, 
But  thou  hast  safely  voyaged  o'er  the  waters. 
And  home  returnest  with  thine  own  love  true. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  KINGFISHER 

HOW  can  the  rainbow  compare  unto  thee, 
Bright  little  bird  fishing  under  the  tree  ? 
Golden  beneath,  and  with  plumage  of  blue, 
Wings  of  the  brightest  cerulean  hue. 
Skimming  the  stream  like  a  bar  of  light 
A  flash  and  a  splash  ! — thou  art  gone  from  sight. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 

THE  SWAN 

O    GRACEFUL   bird,   the   whiteness  of  thy 
breast 
Is  purer  than  the  purest  moonlit  beam, 
And  with  what  noble  ease  doth  ride  at  rest 

Upon  the  placid  waters  of  yon  stream  ! 
Each  blue-billed  cygnet  swimming  by  thy  side, 
Once  lion-hearted  Richard's  chiefest  pride.* 

*  The  swan  is  said  to  have  been  first  introduced  into 
England  by  Richard  I. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  LINNET 

BACK  from  the  sea  when  the  winter  is  over, 
Merrily  warbling  a  spring-time  lay, 
Over  the  fields  of  grass  and  clover 

Mellow  the  note  of  the  lint-white  gay. 
His  breast  is  red,  and  his  crest  is  rose 
As  he  darts  ftom  the  heath  to  the  covert's  close. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 

THE  GOLDEN-CRESTED  WREN* 

UNHAPPY  Kinglet,  born  to  northern  snows, 
Why  shun  the  cold    and  dark    Norwegian 
night, 
When  on  thy  brow  the  light  of  morning  glows. 

And  wild  sea-horses  lash  the  North  Sea  white  ? 
The  woodcock,  bold  and  strong,  may  scarce  get  o'er. 
And  yet, — thou  too,  dost  love  this  far-ofF  shore  ? 

*  Large  numbers  of  these,  the  smallest  of  our  British 
birds,  cross  the  North  Sea  from  Norway  every  year.  They 
are  known  to  the  fisherfolk  as  "  woodcocks'  pilots." 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  PEREGRINE 

NOBLE  Falcon  upward  ringing 
Far  above  the  ken  of  humankind, 
Proudly  poising,  downward  winging. 
Swifter  than  the  wind, 

Strike  thy  quarry — aim  unerring — 

Fiercer  than  the  autumn  tempest's  shock, 
Then  away,  no  foe  deterring. 
To  thine  eyried  rock. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  ROOK 

YON  wood  where  spreading  elms  extend 
In  grateful  and  refreshing  shade 
Their  leafy  bowers  that  droop  and  bend 
O'er  tangled  copse  and  watery  glade, 

Now  rich  with  deep  discordant  notes 

Through  fern-bedecked  sequestered  nooks, 

Is  resonant  from  thousand  throats 
Of  glossy-downed  and  purple  rooks. 

The  melancholy  whispering  stream 

Meandering  on  stony  ground, 
With  mossy  bank  and  mirror'd  gleam 

Is  hushed  beneath  a  wave  of  sound. 

From  distant  fields  where  poppied  corn 

Is  softly  sighing  in  the  breeze 
Aloft  on  sable  wings  upborne 

They  seek  the  umbrage  of  the  trees. 

And  where  the  pasture-land  is  green, 
And  wander  far  the  lowing  kine. 

Where  meadow-sweet  perfects  the  scene, 
And  rosy-clustered  eglantine, 
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The  rooks  their  daily  meal  derive 
By  watchfulness  and  patient  toil, 

Where,  too,  the  hardy  ploughmen  drive 
Their  oxen  o'er  the  furrow^ed  soil  ; 

And  then  at  even,  when  the  west 
Is  golden-hued  and  rosy-bright. 

Each  to  his  own  constructed  nest 

The  rooks  return  with  whirring  flight. 

And  proud  and  happy  is  the  Hall 
Beneath  the  verdant  canopy. 

For  augury  most  fair  of  all 
Is  yon  deep-throated  rookery. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  EAGLE 

FEARLESS  monarch  of  the  mountain  gorges, 
Torrent  roaring  wide,  and  deep  ravine, 
Towering  rock  and  crag,  in  Nature's  forges 
Wrought  fantastic  with  their  lichen  green, 

Once  thy  dreaded  name  through  endless  regions. 
Thou  the  Emblem  of  Imperial  power. 

Rang  majestic  where  the  Roman  legions 
Charged  with  serried  rank  in  danger's  hour; 

Now  across  a  broad  expanse  of  prairie 

Mightier  nation  holds  thee  wide  display'd, 

Arms  no  longer  ring  beneath  thine  eyrie, 
But  the  roar  of  commerce  and  of  trade. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  MAGPIE 

MISCHIEVOUS  chatterer,  saucy  and  sly, 
Artfully  twinkles  the  white  o'  thine  eye  ! 
Over  a  chicken-run  warily  wandering, 
Over  a  sucked  egg  pleasantly  pondering  ; 
Whisk  of  a  pretty  tail,  bronzed  and  green, — 
Over  the  trees  and  no  more  to  be  seen ! 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  DOVE 

SWEET  little  bird  low  cooing 
The  evergreen  pine  among, 
Softly  thy  true  love  wooing 

In  strains  from  a  silver'd  tongue, 

Thy  faintest  whisper  is  fraught,  sweet  dove, 
In  perfect  attune  with  thoughts  of  love. 

Once,  say  the  ancient  sages. 

Before  God's  world  grew  old. 
Thou  in  those  far-off  ages 
A  message  of  love  untold 

Didst  carry  across  the  roaring  sea. 
For  peace  from  terror  is  always  free. 

Carry  thine  olive  token 
Over  the  sea  of  life, 
Promising  peace  unbroken. 
Banishing  wrath  and  strife. 

Till  thunder  of  cannon  is  heard  no  more. 
And  Freedom  exists  on  every  shore. 
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SONGS  OF  BIRDS  : 
THE  REDBREAST 

WHEN    Nature  clothes  her  wearied  limbs  in 
white 
Thy   little   three-pronged    footprints   mark   the 

snow, 
And  where  the  dark-leaved  holly-bushes  grow 
Thy  crimson  breast  outvies  the  berries  bright, 

While  from  its  depths  thou  pourest  soft  and  low 
Manifold  Yule-tide  warblings  of  delight ; 
Then  come,  sweet  bird,  thou  poor  man's  friend,  and 

share 
With  him  the  bread-crumbs  of  his  frugal  fare. 
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CAPTIVUS 

O  WILD-BIRD  taken  from  the  bough 
And  set  within  the  cage, 
I  am  more  sorrowful  than  thou 
In  this  world's  pilgrimage  ; 

A  prisoner  I  to  thoughts  that  dwell 

In  what  we  touch  and  see, 
Pent  up  within  an  earthly  shell 

And  struggling  to  be  free. 

Ah  !  could  I  spread  my  wings  abroad 
And  flee  where  thou  hast  flown, 

And  sail  the  currents  of  the  air 
Invisible,  unknown  ; 

Could  I  but  feel  the  Springs  of  lire 

Around  my  spirit  well. 
What  should  I  know  of  sin,  or  strife. 

Or  threats  of  death  and  hell  ? 

O  God  of  Truth,  O  Source  of  Light, 

O  Spirit  Great  and  Free  ! 

Teach  me  to  realise  my  right, — 

A  likeness  unto  Thee ; 
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The  gentle  pathos  of  Thy  Word 
My  faltering  lips  shall  bear 

Till  multitudes  Thy  Truth  have  heard 
And  join  the  voice  of  prayer. 
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THE  DAYSPRING 

DEAR  God  of  Heaven  whose  eye  beholdeth  all, 
Send  down  Thy  harmonies  to  glad  our  night, 
Let  burn  the  flaming  of  Thy  Primal  Light 
For  us  who  have  been  blinded  since  the  Fall, 
Then,  not  the  vision  of  the  cattle-stall. 

Or  Christ  the  Sufferer  shall  enchain  our  sight. 
But  Christ  the  Spirit,  'tired  in  armour  bright 
And  reascended  to  His  Father's  Hall ; 
Then  Truth  exalted  shall  bow  down  to  earth. 
All  misconception  shall  be  purged  in  Good, 
And  flame-like  Love  destroy  the  haunts  of  sinj 
The  enslaved  soul  shall  realise  its  worth. 
The  finite  falsehood  shall  be  understood. 
And  Man  eternity  with  Thee  shall  win. 
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FIRST  LOVE 

TO  every  man  in  every  age  is  borne  a  torch  of 
love, 
Lit  from  the  glowing  fountain-head  of  seraph-fires 

above, 
To  each  it  is  a  christening  gift  of  Father  to  the 

Son, 
The  capital  of  joy  and  hope,  whose  interest  must  be 
won. 

To  all  and  every  one  it   comes  with  nature   un- 

defiled, 
Some  find  it  in  the  snows  of  age,  and  others  in  a 

child, 
It  little  recks  of  law  or  sex  or  accidental  plan, 
But  where  it  is  we  see  an  angel  for  our  fellow 

man. 

To  one  it  is  a  vulcan  fire  that  bursts  the  bonds  of 
earth, 

A  sudden  flame  that  fills  the  sky,  as  at  the  morn- 
ing's birth, 

While  to  another  soft  it  steals  on  wings  of  silver 
light, 

As    gently   grows    the    waxing    moon    within    the 

heart  of  night. 
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And  oh  1  what  fortune  doth  it  bring  to  him  whose 

heart  is  pure 
The  treasures  of  perennial  spring  are  his,  and  shall 

endure, 
Eternity  upholds  the  torch  of  those  who  love  in 

mind. 
While  love  of  earth  awaits  its   doom, — the  death 

of  human  kind. 
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PRAYER  OF  THE  VIRGIN 
MARY 

FATHER  of  Life,  to  Thee  I  cry, 
God  of  the  ages  One, 
Who  giv'st  to  all  eternity 

Thy  Universal  Son 
Without  beginning  or  end  of  days ; 
Father,  to  Thee  this  hymn  I  raise 
Of  love  and  beauty,  prayer  and  praise 
For  mercy  e'er  begun. 

Spirit  of  Love  we  cannot  name 

While  yet  in  mortal  guise, 
Give  me  one  little  seedling  flame 

From  Thine  Immortal  skies, 
A  ray  of  Truth,  lilce  some  bright  star 
To  show  all  men  how  pure  they  are. 
Whom  neither  sense  nor  sin  may  mar 

With  that  which  fades  and  dies. 

Father  of  all  Thou,  Spirit,  art. 

And  all  shall  have  Thy  Mien 

When  cleft  in  twain  the  dream-clouds  part 
That  seem  to  intervene  ; 
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Oh  give  me  now  a  Mind  like  Thine, — 
Or  e'en  one  thought  like  Thee,  divine,- 
One  little  thought  of  Thine  and  mine 
To  bridge  the  gulf  between  ! 

God  sent  His  angel  through  the  night 

To  bring  her  Holy  Word 
That  for  the  children  of  the  Light 

In  whom  His  Truth  has  stirred 
There  is  a  Realm  of  power  and  pride 
Where  He  is  All,  Creator,  Guide, 
And  laws  of  sense  are  set  aside  ; — 
And  so  her  prayer  was  heard. 
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DANAE 

THE  silent  hours  of  night  had  spread  their  balm 
O'er  field  and  forest,  and  the  drowsy  land 
Was  lulled  to  slumber  'neath  the  groves  of  palm 
By  surf  low-booming  on  the  distant  sand. 

The  wearied  husbandman  from  rural  toil 
Had  sought  repose  until  the  dawning  day 

Should  steal  the  dewdrops  from  the  scented  soil 
And  kiss  with  rosy  lips  the  night  away. 

The  myrtle  blossom  now  embraced  the  breeze 
And  spread  her  petal  wings,  the  golden  broom 

Exhaled  a  subtle  fragrance  through  the  trees, 
And  fretful  moonbeams  traceried  the  gloom. 

But  hark  !  what  sound  breaks  forth  upon  the  ear, 
Low  but  distinct,  like  rain  among  the  leaves 

(Hast  thou  not  heard  it  in  the  failing  year 

When   autumn    scatters    what    the    spring    re- 
trieves r) 

'Tis  but  the  jackal,  fearful  of  his  prey, 

Or  wild  hog  wandering  on  paths  unknown  ; — 

Watch  how  the  silver  streams  across  the  bay, 
Selene  beckons  from  her  sapphire  throne. 
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Hark  to  the  tinkling  of  the  distant  rill 

That,  laughing,  leaps  the  rocks  into  the  pool, 

Calling  to  Echo  when  the  air  is  still, 

Woo'd  by  the  ring-dove  at  the  margin  cool, 

And  wooing  also,  for  a  diamond  ring 
For  ever  rippling  seeks  a  fond  return. 

One  instant  sees  it  flash  across  the  spring. 
Then  lose  its  brightness  in  the  maiden-fern. 

The  rise  of  custom  and  the  fount  of  power 

Alike  in  Nature's  wilderness  began. 
Was  not  this  token  of  the  nuptial  hour 

By  springs  suggested  to  the  mind  of  man  ? 

Lo  !  once  again  the  forest  is  awake, 

For  alien  sounds  disturb  her  calm  serene. 

The  laurels  quiver,  and  the  branches  break, 
Away  1 — away  !  for  man  is  on  the  scene  ! 

Over  the  meadow  where  the  dew  lies  bright. 
Where  bow  the  ferns  beneath  the  cypress  shade, 

By  tumbling  waterfalls  he  speeds  his  flight, 

Arousing  night-birds  from  each  whispering  glade. 
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The  latest  wave  of  ocean  long  hath  heaved 

Across  Apollo's  orb  its  dusky  crest ; 
What  fell  design  hath  mortal  man  conceived, 

And  nurtured  deep  within  his  craven  breast. 

That  leads  him  thus  to  brave  the  midnight  hour, 

And  violate  the  mystic  solitude 
That  through  each  dark  recess  and  creeper'd  bower, 

Amid  the  moaning  branches,  seems  to  brood  ? 

What  evil  passion  lurks  beneath  the  hood 

That  shrouds  yon  chief  of  that  accursed  band, 

As  winding  through  the  maze  of  tortuous  wood 
He  gains  at  length  the  purple-bordered  strand  ? 

He  turns,  and  lo  !  from  off  his  shapely  form 
His  mantle  falls,  and  on  his  forehead  gleams, 

Like  lightning  vivid  in  the  angry  storm, 
A  diadem,  deep  set  with  molten  beams. 

Before  him  in  the  moon's  uncertain  ray, 

Of  more  than  mortal  beauty,  stands  a  maid. 

Her  features  calm  as  the  first  flush  of  day, 
Her  auburn  hair  flung  backward  disarray'd  ; 
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The  softly  stealing  shadows  fail  and  creep 
Beneath  the  lashes  of  her  drooping  eyes, 

Her  gentle  breathing,  like  the  murmurous  deep, 
Sighs  to  the  sweet-voiced  winds  in  lingering  skies. 

She  meets  the  chieftain's  stern  vindictive  glance 
With  haughty  mien,  and  gaze  of  withering  scorn, 

So  beauty's  shield  and  ridicule's  swift  lance 
Rebuke  this  man  his  savagery  inborn  : 

*'  O  thou  that  rulest  on  the  Argive  shore, 
Proud  king,  tormenting  thus  a  helpless  maid. 

Canst  thou,  brave  veteran,  old  in  arms  and  war. 
Behold  this  infant's  face — and  feel  afraid  ? 


"Canst  thou,  for  whom  my  childhood's  tender  days 
Were  spent  responsive  to  thy  merest  breath. 

Cast  forth  a  daughter  of  thy  princely  race 

To  meet  'twixt  wave  and  wind  a  shameful  death  ? 


"  Recallest  not  those  years  of  youthful  joy 
When  all  too  swiftly  fled  the  winged  hours. 

When  thousand  pleasures  moved  thee  as  a  boy, 
And  life  was  like  a  meadow  strewn  with  flowers  ? 
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*'  E'en  so  to  me  the  sun  at  noon  was  warm, 

Before  in  mouldering  dungeons  doomed  to  lie  ; 

Now  thou  consignest  to  the  awful  storm 
Thy  daughter  and  her  infant  son — to  die  !  " 

She  spake,  and  o'er  the  chieftain's  sullen  brow 
The  blood  went  mantling,  and  his  swarthy  face 

Turned  darker  yet,  while  shame  would  scarce  allow 
The  consummation  of  his  own  disgrace. 

He  stood  and  watched  the  banks  of  eddying  cloud 
That  hastened  ever  through  the  moonlit  sky. 

Spreading  their  filmy  meshes  like  a  shroud 
And  wreathing  all  in  silent  mystery. 

Then  to  the  winds  he  scattered  every  care. 
The  inward  throbbings  of  his  heart  repressed  ; 

Resolved  to  barter  life  for  life,  and  dare 

The  eternal  gods,  he  turned,  and  thus  addressed  : 

"Lo!  where  the  Pleistus  winds  amid  the  fern. 
And  Mount  Parnassus  tops  the  violet  haze, 
I  sent  with  votive  offering  to  learn 

What  might  befall  me  in  the  after-days  ; 
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"  And  thus  the  Delphian  Oracle  forbode, 

This  was  the  message  sent  me  from  on  high, 

*  Thy  daughter's  son  shall  shed  her  father's  blood  ! 
This  then,  my  melancholy  destiny i? 
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Not  so,  and  since  no  dungeon  doth  suffice. 
No  power  on  earth  can  ever  keep  thee  chaste, 
Prepare  thou  then  a-due  self-sacrifice, 
Go,  meet  thy  lover  on  the  ocean  waste.'* 

Then  in  a  whisper  to  the  assembled  slaves 
He  bids  them  hasten  to  the  task  begun. 

They  launch  the  chest  athwart  the  heaving  waves, 
Which  bear  away  fair  Danae  and  her  son. 

With  lazy  lapping  far  they  bear  away 
A  father's  former  joy,  a  nation's  pride. 

Wafted  along  the  waters  of  the  bay 
By  breezes  and  the  fast-receding  tide. 

Far  in  the  distance,  twinkling  through  the  night, 
As  pearl-dust  scattered  on  the  shimmering  sea 

A  thousand  tiny  radiant  points  of  light 
Reveal  her  native  Argos  on  the  lea. 
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The  furtive  moon  steals  o'er  Larissa's  hill, 
And  tower  and  temple  feel  the  touch  benign, 

She  trembles  on  the  Aspian  citadel, 

And  silvering  bathes  Athena's  arching  shrine. 

But  each  and  all  in  turn  are  doomed  to  fade, 
Though  close  with  fondest  memories  allied 

Where  childhood's  fancies  and  her  footsteps  stray'd 
Among  the  asphodel  at  eventide.* 

"  Beloved  Argos ! — oh,  my  spirit  bleeds, — 
My  soul  in  agony  goes  forth  to  thee. 

And  sighs  despondent  as  the  quavering  reeds 
Around  the  unfathom'd  dark  Lernaean  sea  ; 

"Behold!  thine  ancient  glory  must  depart. 
The  pride  of  battle,  yea,  thine  ancient  pride 

Must  leave  thee  vanquished  as  the  stricken  hart 
Laid  low  upon  the  desolate  mountain-side  ; 

"  Would  I  could  stanch  the  blood  that  needs  must 
flow, — 

The  welling  life-blood  from  thy  riven  breast ! — 
Yet  the  Immortal  gods  have  willed  it  so. 

Death  and  defeat  must  tear  thee  from  thy  rest." 

*  Danae  represents  the  evening  twilight  as  well  as   the 
dawn. — H.  M.  F. 
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And  now  the  rugged  headland  passed  between 
The  drifting  wanderer  and  her  native  strand, 

And  oft  returning  spring  might  freshen  green 
Ere  she  again  beheld  that  pleasant  land. 

The  pulsing  winds  blew  fresh  ambrosial  air 
Filled  with  the  spice  of  summer  on  her  cheek, 

And  passed  light  fingers  through  her  silken  hair 
As  though  in  vain  its  golden  fount  to  seek. 

But  sterner  far  the  gale  compelling  high 

The  distant  thunder-clouds,  whose  spectral  form 

Soared  o'er  the  hills  and  streamed  far  up  the  sky, 
The  swift  precursors  of  a  coming  storm. 

She  gazed  with  loving  fondness  at  the  child 
Now  slumbering  sweetly  on  her  gentle  breast, 

The  rocking  waves,  the  breezes  soft  and  mild, 
Enhanced  the  perfect  beauty  of  that  rest ; 

Its  infant  eyes  were  closed  in  peaceful  sleep, 
Its  innocence  portrayed  in  every  limb. 

Unmindful  of  the  terrors  of  the  deep. 

The  shadow'd  clouds,  the  twilight  vague  and  dim. 
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She  looked,  and  of  a  sudden,  her  drooping  eyes 
Were  filled  with  all  the  torrents  of  her  heart, 

As  when  sweet  springs  the  sun  at  noonday  dries 
With    upward     burst    their    storm-fed    streams 
impart ; 

Then  to  the  heavens  her  suppliant  hands  she  raised, 
And  poured  her  anguish  to  the  listening  god, 

And  at  her  woes  the  startled  winds,  amazed, 
Sink  back  subdued  as  by  a  magic  rod. 

"  O  Zeus,  almighty  father,  deign  to  turn 
Thy  vision  earthward,  nor  disdain  to  rest 

On  one  so  frail  thine  eyes  divine,  and  learn 
What  noble  infant  slumbers  at  my  breast. 

"  Once  in  a  darksome  dungeon  dwelt  a  maid 
The  hapless  victim  of  a  father's  fear, 

Like  some  poor  floweret  pluck'd  and  left  to  fade 
Deep  in  a  cavern,  noisome,  and  most  drear. 

"  No  flush  of  primrose  spoke  the  hour  of  dawn, 

Nor  ray  declining  marked  the  setting  sun, 
Day  passed  to  night,  and  hour  to  hour  unborn 
Through    constant    gloom,    for    morn    and    eve 
were  one  ; 
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"  And  through  the  silence  broke  no  single  sound 
Save  the  dull  heart-throb  and  the  heaving  breath 

Of  the  princess,  vi^ho  hopeless  and  unmourned 
Longed  for  relief  by  the  chill  hand  of  death. 

**Thus  in  profound  obscurity  she  lay, 

When  of  a  sudden,  her  prison-vault  is  rent, 

And  blazing  bright  v/ith  many  a  silvered  ray 
The  lightning  god  of  heaven  makes  descent ; 

"  His  noble  form  is  bathed  in  showers  or  gold, 
The  brazen  walls  reflect  his  glittering  pride, 

And  girt  around  in  many  a  rainbow  fold 

He    makes    approach,  and    gains    the   maiden's 
side ; 

"  Stamped  on  his  forehead  burns  the  sacred  fire. 
And  in  his  eyes  there  glows  the  light  of  love, 

While  distant  wakes  afar  the  living  lyre 

Breathing  enchantment  from  the  hosts  above  j 

*'  Now  dreamily  the  music  faints  and  swells 

Along  ethereal  leagues  of  upper  air. 
Now  in  exquisite  modulation  dwells, — 

What  harmony,  what  depth  of  love  is  there  ! 
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"O  Zeus,  behold  my  child,  for  it  is  thine  ! 

Sweet    as    the    flowers   that    climb   about    thy 
throne, 
Thine  are  the  arching  brow,  and  mien  divine. 

And  thine  the  love  that  gave  it  for  mine  own  !  " 

With  outstretched  arms  she  holds  the  babe  aloft, 
With    suppliant    gesture,    toward    the    lowering 
skies. 

While  on  her  shoulders  fall  her  tresses  soft. 
And  teardrops  glimmer  in  her  clear  blue  eyes. 

Across  the  vault  of  heav'n  the  rushing  clouds 
Gather  in  volume,  scudding  o'er  the  blue. 

The  hurrying  mist  and  darkness  fast  enshrouds 
The  tossing  coracle  and  fragile  crew. 

"  O  Zeus,  beloved  Zeus,  behold  thy  son  !  " 
Wretched  she  moans  above  the  boiling  sea  ; 

The  surges  rock,  the  billows  thunder  on, 
The  rising  tempest  howls  incessantly. 

But  lo  !  above  the  universal  roar 

A  crash  more  awful  than  the  engulphing  flood 
Reverberates  from  shore  to  distant  shore. 

The  waves  are  seamed  with  tracks  of  crimson 
blood  ; 
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While  through  the  ashen  skies  a  meteor  flame 
Shoots  like  a  vulcan,  and  its  dazzling  gleam 

Irradiates  the  path  on  which  it  came, 

Then  plunges  deep  'mid  columns  of  hissing  steam. 

But  yet  across  wild  showers  of  flying  spray 
The  frenzied  waters  feel  a  softening  hand, 

Arrested  in  mid-path  their  headlong  way 
They  yield,  obedient  to  divine  command  ; 

The  snowy  foam-fleck'd  billow  toppling  o'er 
Departs  in  thraldom  to  its  rocky  bed, 

The  eddying  storm-clouds  vex  the  skies  no  more, 
Far  skims  the  white-haired  Cirrus  overhead ; 

And  like  a  turtle  winging  airy  flight 
At  even  to  his  dew-besprinkled  nest, 

So  on  the  startlit  bosom  of  the  night 
Fair  Danae  bespeaks  a  dreamless  rest ; 

A  breeze  of  ocean  sweeps  across  her  brow, 
The  rocking  wavelets  lull  her  into  sleep, 

And  free  from  grief  and  tearful  anguish  now 
Poseidon  bears  her  gently  o'er  the  deep. 
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The  rosy-fingered  dawn  was  rising  high 
Above  Seriphos,  and  each  stately  palm 

Was  outlined  black  against  a  golden  sky 

When  Diktys  launched  his  net  into  the  calm  ; 

But  lo  !  Poseidon,  borne  on  fiery  steeds ; 

His  dark  sea-horses  strain  towards  the  shore, 
And  whirl  the  whitening  sea-foam,  as  he  speeds 

With  upraised  trident  and  majestic  roar. 

The  slumbering  waves  leap  up  along  their  wake. 
The  sea-born  coursers  bounding  through  the  spray 

Fling  out  their  tossing  manes,  that  stream  and  shake 
And  shimmer  in  the  new-born  light  of  day ; 

Onward  they  speed  to  where  the  shelving  rocks 
All  wrack-empurpled  sink  into  the  sea, 

Then  softly  down  among  the  browsing  flocks 
Lay  the  frail  barque,  and  sleeping  Danae. 

And  now  the  foaming  waters  boil  and  swirl 
In  eddying  circles  through  the  sapphire  waves, 

While  far  below,  mid  amethyst  and  pearl, 
Poseidon  seeks  his  teeming  coral  caves. 
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But  Dilctys  hastens,  and  with  courteous  word 
Bids  the  fair  wanderer  welcome  to  the  isle, 

She  steps  to  earth,  and  like  a  bright-wing'd  bird 
Stretches  her  pinions  to  the  sunbeams'  smile. 

Then  to  the  stranger :  "  Far  away,"  she  says, 
"  In  the  fair  land  of  Argos  was  I  born, 

But  through  ill-fortune  fell  on  evil  days, 
They  call  me  '  Danae,'  *  the  silver  dawn.' 

"This  night  on  trackless  paths  my  course  was  laid 
Along  the  plain  of  ocean,  but  the  power 

Of  mighty  Zeus  upheld  me  when  I  prayed. 

And  calmed  the  waters  in  the  storm's  dread  hour. 


"  And  now  I  pray  thee,  whosoe'er  thou  art, 
Afford  me  shelter  with  my  infant  child. 

For  grief  and  madding  hunger  gnaw  my  heart. 
And  earth,  like  ocean,  oftentime  is  wild." 

But  Diktys  answered  :  "Fear  not,  gentle  maid. 
Nor  storm  nor  wrath  of  man  can  harm  thee  here, 

Wander  at  ease  down  every  sylvan  glade 

And  thread  the  narrow  gorges  without  fear ; 

128 


"Beneath  a  princely  roof  shall  be  thy  home, 
My  brother  rules  in  every  distant  dell, 

Across  the  sunlit  meadows  thou  shalt  roam, 
Or  climb  the  snow-fed  runnel  on  the  fell ; 

"  From  there  review  the  sun  his  golden  sheen 
Set  on  the  ocean  ;  by  the  gurgling  rill, 

That  wanders  murmurous  through  vales  of  green. 
Pluck  the  blue  harebell,  and  the  daffodil ; 

"  Whate'er  of  pleasauncy  or  mortal  bliss 

This  earth  can  offer  shall  thy  grief  assuage  ; 

The  droning  bee  that  sips  with  airy  kiss 
From  flowers  languishing  shall  be  thy  page, 

"And  bring  thee  honeys,  sweetest  of  her  store; 

Pure  liquid  bubbling  clear  shall  rise  to  slake 
Thy  thirst,  and  fishes  struggle  to  the  shore 

Of  iris-bordered  stream  and  crystal  lake 

"  To  please  thy  veriest  fancy,  while  the  bow 

Shall  speed  the  barbed  arrow  to  its  prey. 
For  thee,  beside,  the  ruby  wine  shall  glow 

Mellow  and  sparkling,  changing  night  to  day. 
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*Thy  son  like  youthful  sapling  in  its  prime, 
Skilled  in  the  chase,  and  fleet  of  foot,  shall  roam 

O'er  land  and  sea,  till  in  the  future  time 

He  bear  thee  with  him  to  his  ancestral  home. 

"  Of  his  great  deeds  Hellenic  bards  shall  sing. 
And  one  *  shall  rise  to  voice  his  praise  on  high 

Through  endless  aeons,  and  his  way  shall  wing 
Amid  the  brightest  heroes  of  the  sky." 

So  Danag  was  fain  to  rest  at  ease 

And  sojourn  on  that  lone  and  rocky  isle. 

Where  Zeus  bequeathed  her  manyjoyous  hours. 
And  myrtles  shed  their  perfume  without  cease. 
And  in  the  purple  woods  sequestering  bow'rs 
Sheltered  her  from  the  sun's  too  ardent  smile, 
And  Nature,  dreaming,  lay  around,  all  garbed  in 
peace. 

*  Homerj 


130 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF 
"THE  GARDEN  GOD" 

FAR  upon  the  flights  of  sunset 
Beauty  rests,  and  love  has  found  her  home, 
Thither  wayward  didst  thou  wander  ? 
With  what  treasure  dost  returning  come  ! 

Voice  of  music  mingling  often 

In  sweet  cadence  of  voluptuous  thought 

By  thy  gentle  influence  soften 

All  the  harsher  tones  with  life  inwrought ; 

Still  the  whispering  winds  of  Heaven 
Seem  to  waft  their  wisdom  from  above 

And  the  clouds  are  backward  driven 
By  the  breath  of  that  Immortal  love  : 

Still  the  landfall  of  the  surges 

Echoing  with  the  murmur  of  the  sea. 

Ever  pulsing,  ever  merges 

With  that  spirit  which  is  lord  of  thee  ! 
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SONGS    OF    THE 
WESTERN  SOUDAN 


THE  SYRIAN 

A  Song  of  Hausaland 

"    A   LLAHU  AKBAR  "—Hear  the  cry 
-^^     Ring  through  the  ripening  date 

As  the  dawning  breaks  in  the  eastern  sky 
And  we  pass  the  Wombai  Gate  ; 

La  Allah  ila  'lah 

IVa  Mohammadu  rasuP  Allahi 

Words  of  the  Spirit  winging  far 

Burn  in  my  heart  as  a  mirror'd  star 

Deep  in  a  finite  sea. 

Out  of  the  north  the  Harmattin 

Ruffles  the  outspread  arms 
And  the  starlight  faints  in  the  silver  fan 

Of  the  tall  giginia  palms  ; 
The  guinea-corn  waves  in  a  frantic  sea 

Beneath  the  roystering  breeze, 
While  in  the  dim  obscurity 

The  sand-mist  veils  the  trees. 

Seated  high  on  the  camel-pack 

I  watch  the  city  fade 
While  the  caravan  follows  the  beaten  track 

Three  thousand  years  have  made  ; 
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Over  the  Seriki's  palace  wall 
Swoops  the  kite  in  his  aery  hall, 
The  snow-white  ibises  flight  and  call 
Within  the  ramparts'  shade. 

O  million  feet  that  have  trod  this  road 

Through  nights  of  doubt  and  tears 
Driven  along  by  the  slavers'  goad 

And  the  captors'  cruel  spears, 
Roman  and  Turk  have  known  your  pain. 
The  deserts  brood  over  countless  slain. 
How  many  came  to  their  own  again 
After  the  lapse  of  years  ? 

Yet  who  shall  say  if  a  Roman  slave 
When  freed  from  the  bonds  of  earth 

Ne'er  winged  his  flight  o'er  the  northern  wave 
To  the  land  that  gave  him  birth  ? 

And  perchance  Oblivion  sets  a  seal 

Over  the  sorrows  all  must  feel 

And  gives  renewal  for  woe  or  weal 
Of  the  life  that  tries  our  worth. 

Now  the  shimmmering  distance  veils 

The  line  of  the  Kano  keeps. 
Her  two  twin  hills  no  foe  assails 

When  her  warriors  throng  the  steeps ; 

13 


Below  is  the  busy  market-square, 
The  Jekara  Pool  with  its  foetid  air, 
And  the  sea  of  roofs  and  palm-trees  where 
The  ancient  city  sleeps. 

Slowly  the  leagues  of  soil  and  sand 

Pass  'neath  the  Southern  Cross, 
And  we  touch  the  fringe  of  the  pitiless  land 

Where  the  Trade  Route  marks  its  course 
With  the  silent  witness  of  pain  untold, 

The  skeletons  bleached  and  white 
Tipt  with  the  sun's  revolving  gold 

And  the  moon's  alternate  light. 

I  listen  at  night  to  the  restless  sweep 

Of  the  soul  of  a  long-dead  main, 
The  muffled  roar  of  a  rolling  deep 

On  the  desolate  Abzen  plain, 
I  hear  the  spirit  of  waves  that  sigh 
To  the  sandy  dunes  and  the  rocks  near  by, 
And  I  wonder  that  men  can  think  to  die, 
When  the  waves  come  back  again  ! 

As  I  strain  my  eyes  to  the  distant  ledge 
Where  the  sky  with  the  sand-dune  plays, 

I  see  a  camel  slip  over  the  edge, 
And  melt  in  the  fiery  haze  ; 
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Sinks  the  sun  in  the  brazen  west, 

Down  on  the  burning  sod 
Fling  thee,  pilgrim,  and  ere  thou  rest 

Tender  thyself  to  God  ! 

Into  the  face  of  the  sinking  globe 

The  restless  sands  are  swept, 
They  girdle  around  his  glowing  robe 

By  his  tire-maiden  kept — 
The  star  of  eve,  that  from  out  the  curtain 

Of  daytime  steals  afar. 
Calling  men  to  the  feet  of  God 

From  south  to  the  polar  star. 

Allayasomu,  child  of  love, 

Throbbing  with  thought  divine, 
Why  did  He  paint  that  glory  above 

As  the  sun's  last  beams  decline  ? 
Is  it  not  meant  by  the  Lord  of  Art 
As  a  synonym  and  a  counterpart 
Of  the  vision  held  in  a  single  heart, 
The  fusion  of  yours  and  mine  ? 

Who  will  say  of  the  desert  scene 
That  the  barren  rocks  are  drear 

If  he  love  with  the  heart  of  the  Nazarene 
The  soul  he  cherish  dear  ? 
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Man's  life  is  a  world  of  thought, 

And  the  book  of  earth  may  be 
Read  aright  by  the  Spirit's  light, 

Soul  of  the  Earth  and  Sea. 

Sinners  whose  time  has  come  to  die, 

"  For  the  distant  Heaven  "  I  hear  them  cry, 

"  Back  to  the  world  "  should  be  their  word. 

To  know  the  Heaven  of  flower  and  bird, 

To  feel  the  pulse  of  the  desert  wild. 

The  love  and  joy  of  a  little  child. 

To  know  the  colour  of  mist  and  sun. 

The  starry  pageantry  one  by  one. 

The  mystical  mountain's  hoary  head. 

The  crouched  gazelle  in  his  ferny  bed, 

Transmuted  all  from  a  world  of  sin 

To  the  only  Heaven  by  the  Light  within. 

Worlds  roll,  and  the  seasons  change. 

And  men  of  a  sorry  cast 
Turn  and  revile  their  mother  earth 

As  though  they  breathed  their  last. 
But  the  Spirit  lives,  and  the  Spirit  gives. 

And  has  never  ta'en  away 
Aught  but  the  fruit  of  a  worldly  lust. 

The  error  of  yesterday. 
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See,  a  sheltering  grove  of  trees 

At  the  end  of  our  dusty  road, 
The  camel  falls  on  his  weary  knees, 

The  camel-boys  unload  ; 
Carry  jars  of  the  liquid  clear 
To  the  laden  beasts  that  have  journeyed  here, 
Under  the  palms  the  well-head  near 

We  make  our  night's  abode. 

So  ;  let  us  leave  the  stars  to  keep 

Watch  for  the  waking  moon, 
We  will  console  ourselves  with  sleep. 

For  the  morning  comes  too  soon  ; 
What  is  sweet  in  the  desert  ways 

As  the  hour  of  deep  repose. 
When  with  the  sun's  declining  rays 

We  let  our  eyelids  close  ? 

What  do  I  read  in  your  gentle  eyes 

Dark  as  a  starlit  glade  ? 
Is  it  the  kiss  of  the  nightly  skies 

That  makes  you  feel  afraid  ? 
Nay  ? — then  why  do  you  come  to  me 
Out  in  the  dead  Sahara  Sea, 
Vision  of  silence  and  mystery 

Beneath  the  palm-trees'  shade  ? 
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Heart,  my  heart  !  oh  I  love  you  dear 

Ah  !  and  I  know  you  well  ! 
Passing  sweet  is  the  love  you  bear, 
How  you  have  weft  your  spell ; 
You  speak  to  me  of  a  passionate  land 
Of  rolling  waters  and  shifting  sand, 
Where  in  a  magic  instant  planned 
Our  fortune  in  life  befell. 

Whisper  a  tale  of  the  scented  south 

Folded  against  my  breast. 
Thus  will  I  kiss  your  lips  and  mouth, 

Thus  will  you  take  your  rest  ! 
Put  your  arms  round  my  sunburnt  neck- 

Oh  !  is  not  Heaven  divine  ? — 
1  see  the  stars  of  the  desert  night 

Flash  in  your  pensive  eyne  ! 

Nay  !  my  sweet,  for  the  Spirit  wills. 

This  is  a  perfect  night ; 
I  love  the  chalice  your  beauty  fills. 

Yet  love  in  Love's  despite  ; 
Nay,  we  will  rise  to  a  higher  sphere, 
Heaven  speaks  with  a  voice  so  clear 
We  will  essay  to  win  it  here. 

Nor  think  of  aught  so  light. 
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Let  us  speak  of  the  golden  past, 

Shadow  of  things  to  be  ; 
Life  leads  up  from  a  lovely  last 

To  lovelier  ecstasy, 
Till  on  the  shore  of  the  ultimate 
The  semblance  yields  to  the  facts  of  Fate, 
And  we  live  in  the  spirit  inviolate, 

Love  and  Eternity. 

Thinkest  oft  of  that  tender  night 

On  the  breast  of  the  rushing  streams  ? 

Seest  the  flush  of  the  failing  light 
In  the  transports  of  thy  dreams  ? 

Hearest  again  the  nearing  note 

Of  the  paddle's  splash  in  the  stern-wheel  boat, 

Or  the  throbbing  pulse  of  the  engine's  rote, 
The  siren's  sudden  screams  ? 

He  was  a  traveller  from  afar 

With  eastern  merchandise. 
Who  crossed  the  difficult  Lagos  bar, 

(And  the  counsels  of  the  wise) 
And  safely  landed  his  casks  and  bales 
From  the  boiling  surf  and  the  belching  gales, 
And  making  a  profit  upon  the  sales. 

Set  face  for  northern  skies  : 
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But  first  he  went  by  the  ocean  way 
To  a  spot  where  a  tiny  hamlet  lay, 
Forcados,  set  in  a  land-locked  bay, 
Where  the  river-steamer  plies. 

And  when  he  had  passed  the  mangrove  swamps 

Where  the  brackish  tidal  waves 
Pour  through  a  murmuring  maze  of  creeks 

That  the  Niger's  water  laves, 
Paddles  flashing,  the  children  bore 
From  the  villages  nestled  along  the  shore 
To  crave  for  bottles  and  tins,  and  more 

That  the  stranger  kindly  saves. 

Their  laughter  echoed  along  the  stream 

Eloping  with  every  breeze. 
As  they  plied  their  craft  of  a  narrow  beam 

Dug  from  the  trunks  of  trees  ; 
The  sheeny  gloss  of  their  velvet  limbs 

Shone  in  the  sunset  light 
As  they  dived  and  dappled  and  sported  and  splashed 

In  the  river,  their  ancient  right. 

But  one  was  there, — ah  !  who  shall  say 

What  regions  of  deep  surmise 
Were  veiled  in  that  gaze  so  far  away. 

Or  those  dreamy  lovelit  eyes  ? 
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Was  it  the  Spirit's  voice  that  stirred 
In  those  mated  hearts  like  an  unseen  bird, 
Bearing  to  each  an  unspoken  word 
With  a  sudden  swift  surprise  ? 

I  know  not.     A  single  touch  impelled 

The  canoe  to  the  steamer's  side, 
Where  to  a  stanchion  fast  'twas  held. 

And  flush  with  the  deck  did  ride ;  * 
Far  in  the  distance,  faintly  seen, 

The  palm-trees  raise  their  crest — 
Ah  fainter  yet ! — like  a  silhouette 

Born  in  the  darkling  west. 

Gorgeous  blossom  of  creepers  hang 

From  the  branches  high  above — 
Scream  of  parrot — hiss  of  fang — 

Coo  of  the  brooding  dove  ; — 
Loved  one,  dost  thou  remember  yet 
That  strange,  strange  setting  where  first  we  met 
Still,  thou  sayest,  without  regret  ? — 

Oh  what  a  thing  is  love  ! 

*  The  flat-bottomed  river  steamers  that  ply  up  the  Niger 
have  their  lower  deck  only  a  few  inches  above  the  surface 
of  the  river. 
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Soon  will  the  desert  march  be  over, 

And  thou  and  I  shall  rest 
On  the  margent  strand  of  a  thirsty  land 

By  the  blue  waves'  curving  breast  ; 
Where  the  merciless  Syrtes  launch  and  foam 
And  Vandal  and  Moor  once  found  a  home 
In  the  ruined  shrines  of  a  foreign  Rome 

The  silence  has  no  guest ; 

Only  the  whisper  of  winds  may  cry 

Woe  to  the  vanished  years 
Or  the  desolate  shades  of  the  past  shall  sigh 

Through  unseen  mists  of  tears, 
For  here  is  writ  on  a  burning  scroll 
The  doom  of  days,  and  the  awful  goal 
Of  all  things  fashioned  apart  from  soul. 

The  tomb  of  mortal  fears. 
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LALLE  * 

A  Hausa  Legend 

THERE  lived  a  maid  as  purely  blessed 
As  aught  beneath  the  skies, 
For  virtue  harboured  in  her  breast 
And  angels  in  her  eyes, 

And  from  her  childhood's  earliest  years 

She  made  her  loving  care 
To  gladden  every  house  of  tears 

With  radiant  joy  and  prayer  ; 

But  yet  to  slight  a  mother's  word 

Her  gentle  heart  forbade, 
And  when  that  loving  voice  she  heard 

Her  little  feet  were  stayed. 

And  Allah  read  her  secret  heart. 

And  on  her  brow  he  set 
The  loveliness  which  passes  Art 

The  symbol  none  forget. 

And  when  the  fourteenth  summer  rain 
Since  first  she  saw  the  light 

Brought  forth  the  blossom  on  the  plain 
The  runnel  on  the  height, 

*  Henna. 
146 


He  sent  her  then  the  foremost  joy 
That  mortals  here  may  know, 

The  first-born  love  of  girl  and  boy 
That  they  to  Him  might  grow. 

Her  love  was  as  the  wild  gazelle 
That  spurns  with  flying  feet 

The  deep  ravine,  the  rocky  fell, 
The  grasses  lush  and  sweet  ; 

The  Galadima  was  he  clept 
Who  was  a  scion  of  kings  ; 

One  night  upon  her  arm  he  slept. 
And  took  her  spirit's  wings  ; 

She  looked  upon  his  upturned  face 
And  watched  his  smiles  go  free 

As  flight  the  moon's  alternate  rays 
Across  the  shadowM  sea. 

The  south  wind  blew  with  odorous  air 

Across  this  scene  of  night. 
The  stars  were  mingled  in  their  hair 

And  washed  them  with  their  light ; 
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"  Ki  zo,  Lalle  !  " — she  hears  a  cry, 

It  is  her  mother's  call  ; 
Shall  she  reclaim  him  from  the  sky 

Who  is  her  all  in  all  ? 


Could  she  disturb  the  heavenly  calm 
That  broods  upon  his  themes  ? 

And  yet  she  cannot  loose  her  arm 
Unless  she  break  his  dreams. 

Her  mother  calls ;  Mohammadu 

Has  set  within  the  Book 
That  every  filial  daughter  true 

Obeys  a  mother's  look. 

She  draws  the  dagger  from  below 

Where  Galadima  lies 
Then  hews  her  arm  off  at  a  blow, 

And  "  Ina  zua  !  "  cries. 


Her  loving  heart's  blood  swift  and  sweet 

A  fountain  falls  around, 

And  dying  at  her  mother's  feet 

She  sinks  upon  the  ground. 

148 


Then  Allah  whispers  in  the  wind 
"  There  is  no  death  or  birth 

For  love  of  Truth  or  love  of  Mind, 
It  has  eternal  worth  : 

Behold  the  symbol  I  bestow  ! " 
He  touched  the  pool  of  blood 

And  through  the  folds  of  soil  did  grow 
A  green  and  lovely  bud. 

And  still  they  smear  upon  the  hand 

Its  crimson  juice  to-day, 
And  oft  is  told  in  Hausaland 

The  story  of  Lalle. 
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